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Vos SI, sand Henr doubtfullw 
" Henry liked bemg at Crewe, 
but was glad to come home. 

A crowd of people waited 
to sec him arrive in his new 
shape. He looked so splendid 
and strong that they gave him 
three cheers. 

“Pecp pecp pippippeep! 
Thank you very much,” he 
whisded happily. 

lam sorry to say that a lot 
¡se they wait to sec Henry g0 by! 
e does it so well that 


of lite boys are often late for school becat 
Phey often see him pulling the Express: and h 


Gordon is jealous. But that is another story. 


a 96 == 


ETS AER > 
AA Four LirriE ENGINES MA. 


“Hullo!” he said. “Who are 
you?” 

“Pm Gordon. Who are 
you?” 

“Pm Sir Handel. Yes, ve 
heard of you; yowre an Express 
engine 1 believe. So am l, but 
'm used to bogie coaches, not 
these cattle trucks. Do you have 
bogie coaches? Oh yes, I see 
you do. We must have a chat 


sometime. Sorry 1 can't stop; must keep time, you know.” 
And he puffed off, leaving Gordon at a loss for words! 
“Come along! COME ALONG!” he puffed. 


“Cattle trucks! CATTLE TRUCKS)” grumbled the coaches. “We'll pay him 
out! WE*LL PAY HIM OUT!” 

Presently they stopped at a station. The line curved here and began to 
climb. It was not very Steep, but the day was misty, and the rails were slippery. 


“Hold back!” whispered 
Agnes to Ruth. “Hold back!” 
whispered Ruth to Jemima. 
“Hold back!” whispered Jemima 
to Lucy. “Hold back!” 
whispered Lucy to Beatrice, and 
they gigeled as Sir Handel 
started and their couplings 
tightened. 

“Come on! COME ON!” he 

pufled as his wheels shipped on 
the greasy rails, “Comeon comeon COMEON COMEON!” 


His wheels were spinning, but the coaches pulled him back, and the train 
stopped on the hill beyond the station. 


“l cant do it, I can't do it,” he grumbled, “Pm used to sensible bogie 
coaches, not these bumpy cattle trucks,” 
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Mountain Engines 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


GUNVOR £ PETER EDWARDS 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

A Rack Railway climbs the mountain called Culdee Fell. Lord 
Harry Barrane is Chairman of the Railway Company. Lots of 
people travel on it in the summer. 

Mr Walter Richards, the Manager, does not have an easy time. 
There are seven engines, one of whom, No. 5, is still away being 
mended. Another, No. 6, was named Lord Harry. AaÑa 
mistake. It made him conceited and... But you must read the 
stories for yourselves. 


l hope you will enjoy this book about a different kind of railway. 
THE AUTHOR 


Phe author gratefully acknowledges the help cheerfully and willingly given by members ol 
management and stalT of the Snowdon Mountain Railway Ltd, in the preparation of this book 
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Mountain Engine 


SIR HANDEL had had a bad day. The old coaches, Agnes, Ruth, Lucy, Jemima 
and Beatrice. had been “awkward”. They had made him slip to a standstill 


twice. He was furious. 


“Those cattle-trucks should be 
scrapped,” he fumed. 

Skarloey was shocked. “I won't 
have it,” he protested. “Those old 
dears need kindness, not bad 


names.” 

“Exactly so,” agreed Rhencas. 
He winked at Skarloey. “You be 
thankful, Sir Handel, that we're not 


a mountain railway.” 
“A guate railway! What's that?” 


“A railway which climbs mountains, of course.” 
” said Sir Handel. “Its engines” wheels would slip! 


p?? 


“Butit cant, 
“Butitcan.” said Rheneas firmly. 


“We've heard of one quite near here.” 
“It can't.” 


“It can.” 
A noisy argument started just as 


Donald shunted a flat truck to the 
siding nearby. On the truck was a 
queer-looking engine. He had six 
small wheels and a stove-pipe 
chimney. His boiler was tilted 
downwards, and his cylinders were 


“back to front" 
Wheesht” whispered Donald hoarsely. 


“Dinna wake the wee engine. It's 


tired he is. He's away back from E ngli nd after being mended. Ye ken how it is. 


“We understand: but who is he? 
“He's called Culdee, after the mountain his railway climbs.” 
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“Well! Did you ever... 1” exclaimed the two old engines. They looked at 
Sir Handel and chuckled. 


“I don't believe it!” said Sir 
Handel. 

“Och, ye'd best ask him yeself. 
Then maybe ye'll learn it's the truth 
Pve been telling ye.” 

Donald puffed away, offended. 

Culdee woke to find the engines 
gazing at him. “Where am 1?” he 
asked. 

They told him. “That's good,” he 
said. “Pm nearly home now.” 

“Do you really climb mountains?” asked Skarloey. Ñ 

“Pve done it for years.” 

“You must be clever. We couldn't. 
Our wheels would slip.” 

“I'm not really clever,” laughed 
Culdee. “I was just drawn like that.” 

“Like what?” 

“With pinion wheels on my 
driving axles. They have teeth, qee 
see, which fit into a rack rail. I can't 
slip, however steep the line is.” 

“That,” said Rheneas, “must hal» 
you going up; but if your line is so steep, aren't you frightened coming down? 

“Why? We have good brakes.” 

“Coaches,” went on Rheneas, “are sometimes silly and ES push us 
downhill. Some... hrm... engines find it hard to stop them. 

Sir Handel blushed and looked at his buffers. 

“Our coaches,” answered Culdee, “are never silly like that. They know 
such tricks are dangerous. P've never had that sort of accident. pub he went 
on thoughtfully, “I was frightened once — very frightened indeed. 

“Please tell us,” said all the engines. 
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“One day, long ago, before our 
line was opened, our drivers made all 
five of us engines stand ready outside 
our shed. “The Inspector's coming," 
they said. “We don't know which of 
you he"! choose.” 

“He chose me, climbed into my 
cab, and made me push two coaches 


to the Summit. 
“So far, so good,” he said. “Now, 


we'll test your brakes.' 

“So he went and stood on the steepest part of the line. Down, down it 
fell, with a nasty curve below, edging a precipice. 

“ *Brakes ol, Driver. Let him roll.** 

“OQooh!” gasped the lite engines 
in horror. 

“The coaches nudged me. We 
gathered speed downhill. I was 
terrified ... 

“My Drivers hand stole to the 
brake. *Hands off.* ordered the 
Inspector. 

“Then | remembered I had 


automatic brakes. I could put these on 
myself. Perhaps the Inspector wanted to see if I could. They worked beautfully. 


“* *Well done, Culdee,' said the 
Inspector. “You'll do!” 

“] smiled, of course, but felt very 
shaky. My Driver and Fireman 
mopped their faces. They'd been 


nervous too! 
“I'm never nervous now,” 
finished Culdec. “Why should 1 be? 


There's no need.” 
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Bad Look-out 


RHENEAS and Skarlocy were talking quictly to Culdee next morning when 
Duncan stormed up, followed by Sir Handel. 

“Hullo,” chuckled Rhencas, 
“here we go!” 


“I nearly came off,” fumed 
Duncan. “Those coaches pushed 
me. The “Phin Controller says 
they didn't. He says I kept a 
Bad Look-out. 

“ “We've no money to mend 
you,” he said, “and if it happens 
again Pll leave you at the back 
of the Shed.' Why docs he 
always pick on me? It's not fair... .* 

Skarloey said nothing, He just winked at Rhencas like this. EN 

“As you were saying, Culdee,” remarked Rhencas. “You had two coaches 
on your trial trip. Do you ever take more?” 


“No; our line 1s sO stecp 
that we're only allowed one. We 
each have our own. Mine's 
called Catherine. 1 know her 
well. Thais most important. 

“Why?” asked Sir Handel. 
“They're only coaches.” 

“Qurs” said Culdec, “are 
something more. You pull your 
coaches, and you can sec ahead. 
We push ours up, so we cant see. 
They watch the line for us. The Guard watches too, of course, but 
Catherine's so clever that 1 know at once if anything is wrong; 

“That must take a load off vour mind,” said Skarloey. 

Culdee smiled. “But not of my buflers! Climbing's hard work, and needs 
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a lotof steam. My Fireman and 
l have a tiring time. Coming 
down.” he went on, “10S 
different. Catherine and Í just 
roll. We need no steam for 
that.” 

Sir Handel sighed enviously. 
“] should like that,” he said. 
“With your automatic brakes, 1 
sounds like a Rest Cure.” 

“That,” replied Culdce, 


“was just the mistake poor Godred made!” 
“Who.” asked the litde engines, “is Godred?” 
“Godred was our No. |, and 

named after a king,” Culdee 

replied. “Perhaps that went to 
his smokebox and made him 

conceited. Hed never kecp a 

Good Look-out. Hed roll down 

the line looking anywhere but at 

the track. 
“*Yow'll have an accident,” 

Il told him. 


“*Pooh"" he said. “Tve got 
automatic brakes, haven't 1? And Driver's got his air brake. What more do 


you want? 
“ “More sense from you,” I said. “No engine can stop at once if he isnt 


ready to obey his Driver's controls.' * 

“The first thing a young engine learns,” agreed Skarloey. 

“Godred never learnt sense. His Driver and Fireman and the Manager all 
spoke to him. They even took him to pieces to see if anything was Wrong; but 
he still went on in the same old way. 

“One day E was going up, and waited at a station for Godred, coming 
down, to pass me. As | waited, so it happened. One moment he was on the 
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track; the next, his Driver and 
Fireman jumped clear as he 
rolled over, 

“No one was hurt. His 
coach stayed on the rails, and 
the Guard braked her to a stop. 

“They brought Godred 
home next day. 

“*We've no money to mend 
you," said our Manager, “so 


you'll go to the back of the 
Shed” 


: ill nothing was 
“As time went on, poor Godred got smaller and smaller till nothing 
left.” 


"Wha ... what happened?” asked Duncan anxiously. 
“T's not nice to talk about,” said Culdee. 
“But what happened? Why 
AAA 
isn't it nice? Ñ 
“Our drivers used Godred's 


parts to mend us,” answered 
Culdee mournfully. 

Sir Handel and Duncan 
were unusually silent long after 
Culdee had gone home. 

Neither Skarloey nor 
Rheneas ever mentioned that 
Culdee had made the story up. 
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Danger Points 


DONALD brought Culdee up the valley to the exc hange-siding, where he was 


soon Oolbloaded by crane. 


His Driver and Fireman 
and the Manager were there. 
They all said “Goodbye” and 
“Thank you” to Donald. Then 
they lit Culdee's fire, and while 
waiting for the steam, they 
looked him over carefully. 

“A very good job,” they said 
at last. 

Culdee sizzled happily. “It's 
lovely to be at home and in 


stream again.” he said. “Um longing to have a run with Catherine.” 
“Come on then.” said his Driver, and they trundled to the Shed. 


Catherine was pleased to see 
him, and they went for a short 
run. “Vve had to go with Lord 
Harry lately,” she said. “He 
takes risks and frightens me. 
When J warn him, he laughs.” 

“Never mind,” comforted 
Culdee. “HI be all right now.” 

Later, he met two old 
friends, Ernest (No, 2), and 
Willred (No. 2. Alter some 
happy gossip. Culdee asked, “Who is Lord Harry?" 

“He's one of the new engines,” they said, “who came while you were 


away. He's No, 6; Alaric and Eric are 7 and 8. They're nice quiet engines, but 


old Harry's a “terror”.” 
Next afternoon, Lord Harry rolled by with a reluctant coach, on his way 


to the platorm. 
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“Stupid things,” he grumbled. “They re all scared of coming wuh me” 


“Youre too reckless.” said Culdee. “That's win.” 
“Rubbish! F'm up-to-date. 


that's all. 1 can go twice vour 
speed in perfect safety” 

“All the same, we don't take 
such risks on mountain 
rallways.” 

“There's no risk. Whn. with 
my superheat .. .” 

“Oh!” interrupted Culdee. 
“Us superheat, is 19 Vd have 
said it was conceit, myself.” 

Lord Harry snorted furiously awaw. 


“Ooooh!” screamed the coach as her wheels ground on the curves. “Be 
careful!” 


-Pooh'” snorted Lord 
Harrv. “1 like things to be 
exciung, 

Everv wise mountain engine 
knows that vou do not take 
risks. and that points must be 
taken slowly: for there. the rack 
rail can have no guards. 

“Steady bov! Steady!” 
warned his Driver: but Lord 
Harry paid no attention. He 
bil thinking what he'd say to Culdee next time they met. “There's no 
danger,” he boasted, storming up the final slope. “That patched-up old ruin 
was talking nonsense.” Pd 

The telephone rang in the Shed, and Culdee's crew were joined by the 
Manager. “Lord Harry's “off” at the Summit,” he said. “We shall have to go 
and put things right.” 


am. : se at once. 
So they collected some workmen and the tool-van, and set out at 
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Itwas getting dark when they 
arrived. Lord Harry's shape 
loomed against the sky. He had 
come off at the points and 
blocked both roads of the station. 
Wilíred was there with his coach, 


| Y . . 
WA? unable to start his journey down. 
> Dor pr Si plagas The passengers buzzed round 
y A 0 Lord Harry like angry bees. He 
PE AL «e A 


The Manager pacified the 
passengers, while Culdee buflered 
up behind to take the strain when 
the men levered the engine's front 
wheels on to the rails. 

“Wilfred,” he called, “who 
is his wreck?” 

“It's Lord Harry; didnt you 
know?” 

“It looks like Old Harry; ¡ts 
fat as Old Harry, but of course it can't be Old Harry.” 


“Why ever not?” 


“You see, Old Harry's an 
up-to-date engine. He can go 
twice our speed in perfect safety.” 

“Tee hee hee!” tittered the 
coaches. 

Lord Harry seethed in 
silence. 

They pushed Lord Harry 
out of the way, and took the 
passengers home. Then Culdee 
helped him back to the Shed. 
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“lt was that coach, Sir,” blustered Lord Harry. “She never El | know it 

“No tales,” said the Manager sharply. “It was your fault, AS TR ; 
You upset our passengers and damaged yourself by taking risks. 
have that on our Mountain Railway.” 

DUST SA : 

“That's enough. You will stay in the Shed till we have decided what to do 
with you.” 


He turned, and walked sternly away. 
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“Dovils Back” 


As a punishment, they took Lord Harry's name away, and put him at the 


back of the Shed. He soon heard Guldee's story about Godred. 
“Pooh!” he said. “That couldn't 


happen to me.” But he was anxious 


all the same. 
“Please, Sir, 'm sorry. Pll try to 


be different.” 

“The passengers don't trust 
you,” said the Manager. “You will 
take the “Truck' instead.” 

So No. 6 took supplies to 
Summit Hotel, and he took gangers 
to work in the morning and brought 


them home in the evening. He found it dull, and erumbled. 
“Tes important work,” protested Wilfred, “and tough, too.” 


“Tough! That litle lot?” 
“Yes, tough.” said Culdee. “Have you ever been across Devil's Back in 


a gale?” 

“No.” said No. 6 thoughdully, 
“but E see what you mean.” 

A mile below Summit, the line 
runs along a rocky ridge. Always 
there is wind. Sometimes it is gente; 
at others itis fierce and very 
dangerous. Then all passenger trains 
stop at Devil's Back Station, but 


whatever the weather, stores trains 


and rescue trains must get through. 
A few days later, No. 6 reached Devil's Back at 5.15. He was on his way, 


with the Truck, to fetch railway staff from Summit. 
“All clear now.” said the Stationmaster, as the last “down” train left the 


loop. “Don't waste time. The wind's rising. We'll have a gale in half an hour.” 


A 302 — 


PA Mooaos AA 


He went inside to set the points, 
but the telephone rang and he 


out looking worried. 


A a E 


came 


“There's 
trouble,” he told the crew. “Come in 
and discuss it out of the wind.” 

They filled the Truck's big tank 
with water, and sandbags ballasted 
the van. The wind whistled round 
them as they worked. 


“What is all this?” asked No. 6. 


“There's been a climbing 
accident,” explained his Driver. 
“Culdee and Catherine are bringing 
up a Doctor and a Rescue Team, but 
Catherine's too light to stand this 
gale, so we'll go up ourselves. The 
water and the sandbags will steady us 
if you can keep going, we have a | 
good chance of getting through. Can 
you do it?” 

“Pl have a jolly good try,” said No. 6. 

When Culdee arrived, the Doctor and the Rescue Team changed trains. 

The Manager was there too. 
“Splendid!” he said, when he saw the 
preparations. “Now, No. 6, it's up to 
you.” 


The Guard signalled the Driver, 
and they were off. 

“A real job at last,” crowed No. 6 
exultantly. “Now Pll show them! 
Now Pll show them . . .” Leaving the 
shelter of the station, the full force of 
the gale struck him like a blow. 
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Culdec and Catherine saw him waver. “Go it Go it” they yelled. 
No. 6 heard them for a moment; the next, he was batling on alonc. 

He didn't feel so brave now. 

All he wanted was to get out of the 
vicious, stinging, icy wind which 
seemed to come at him from all 
directions. 

The Truck lurched and swayed 
as the wind tore at it. It whimpered 
and groaned as though in pain. 

“She wants to go back,” thought 
No. 6. “And so do I; but we can't. 
The Manager's relying on me to save 
those climbers. We must go through — we must! We must!” 

Slowly, doggedly he struggled on, till in shelter, again on the other side, 
they climbed the final steep ascent, and rolled triumphant into Summit 


Station. 

They brought the climbers safely 
down, and an ambulance whisked 
them to hospital. Next morning, 
their leader came to say “Thank 
you”. 

“My friend Patrick,” he said, 
“hurt himself helping me, but he's 
mending now, thanks to you and 
your brave engine. We'd all be proud 


if you'd call him Patrick, too.” 
The Manager smiled. “Well, No. 6, would you like that?” he asked? 
“Oh, Sir! Yes, please.” 
Patrick and the others are all good friends. He is still brave, still ready to 
take risks when needed, but he knows now that it is stupid to take them just 


for the sake of showing ofl! 
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Very Old Engines 


THE REV W. AWDRY 
wuh illustrations by 


GUNVOR K£ PETER EDWARDS 


DEaR FRIENDS, 
One hundred years ago, when Skarloey and Rheneas first 

arrived on their railway, they were young and silly. Skarloey 

was sulky and bouncy. He and Rheneas quarrelled. . . . But 

they learned sense, and the Owner has just given them a 

lovely 100th birthday. 

Talyllyn and Dolgoch, at Towyn, are 100 too. 

How about going to wish them “Many Happy Returns”? 


THE AUTHOR 


he author gratefully acknowledges the help given by fellow members of the 
lalyllyn Railway Preservation Society in the preparation of this book 
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Crosspatch 


SKARLOLY made a face. “Not again, Nancy, please.” 
“Justa teeny polish,” she coaxed. “You must look nice for your 100th 


birtiday.” 

“I am nice. You're just a fusspot.” 

“And you're a horrid old 
crosspatch.” Nancy polished him 
vigorously. 

Skarloey smiled. “Nancy,” he 
said, “I really was a crosspatch once. 
Shall I tell you?” 

“Yes, please.” 

“Well, come down. I can't tell it 
properly while you're fussing Up there.” 


“Just five minutes then; no longer.” Nancy sat down on a box, and the old 


engine began. Ñ 
«Talvllvn, Dolgoch, Rheneas and I, were built together in England. 


“Who.” asked Nancy, “are Talyllyn and Dolgoch?” 
“Falvllyn is my twin; Dolgoch is Rheneas”. Their Railway 15 
Wales. and they're 100 too. They were green, and we were red. Talyllyn and 1 


at Towyn in 


had four wheels then, and no cab. 


We thought we were wonderful, and 


talked about how splendid we'd look Se 
pulling coaches. p ES 5! E 
») Ml - AA - 
“What about trucks? asked EL ¡él y z 
Nancy. 


Skarloey chuckled. “We had no 
use for them,” he said. 

«J was finished first, and sent 
awav on a ship. I didn't like that. Ñ 
wobbled dreadfully. At the port the 
Big Railway kept me waiting, They had no cranes to lift me out. 
Fat Controller's Railway then. He would have managed much better.” 


It wasn't the 
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“What did they do?” asked Nancy. 

“They used the ship's derricks, 
They nearly turned me upside 
down,” said Skarloey indignantly, 
“and left me hanging while they 
arranged the truck.” 

“You must have looked funny” 
gurgled Nancy. 

“Yes, and 1 felt it too! 1 got 
crosser and crosser. 

“They fastened me to the truck 


at last, and an engine took me away. His name was Neil — he was ugly but 
kind, and we were soon friends. 

* "So ye're bound for the Wee Railway he said. “Ye must put some order 
| into those trucks. The havers they 
make, ye'd hairdly believe. 

«] didn't like the sound of that. 
But I was too tired to say anything. 

“Plenty of people were walting 
when we got there, but they werentt 
used to engines, and it was dark 
before 1 was on my rails. 

“Then they left me, lonely and 
unhappy, and wishing Rheneas 


would come. 
“Trucks were everywhere next 


morning. Suddenly, with a rattle and 
a roar, a train of loaded ones came 
im. Í was surprised. “There's no 
engine” Í said. 

“A workman laughed. They've 
come down by gravity” he said. “The 
empty ones need pulling up, though. 
That's why you've come.” 
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But cant they go up by gra-whatever-it-was-you-said?' 
Gravity only brings things down. We need horses, or engines like you to 


pull them up. 


“ What! Have 1 to pull trucks?” 

“**Of course.” 

“Y won't! T want coaches.' 

“He just laughed and walked 
away. 

“Soon, Mr Mack, the Manager, 
arrived with some men. He showed 
them my parts from a book. “We're 
going to steam you, Skarlocy,' he 
said. 

“Can I pull coaches, Sir?” 


“No, certainly not!” 

“] gave him such a look! 

“They didn't understand engines, 
so it was easy! My fire wouldn't burn, 
and 1 made no steam. 1 just blew 
smoke at them! They called me bad 
names, but I didn't care. 

“Next day they tried again, and 
the next, and the next. | just gave 
them my Look, and wouldn't do a 


thing! 
“At lastihe Manager said, “Very well, be a crosspatch; but we're not going 


to look at your sulky face all day. We'll cover you up and leave you till yow're a 
better engine.” 

“They did, too,” chuckled Skarloey. “They fetched a big tarpaulin, and 
covered me right up. 1 didn't like that at all” 

«“J think it served you right,” said Nancy severely. 

“Never mind her, Skarloey. Please tell us what happened next.” 
lancy turned in surprise. Á group of people had quietly come up to 


N 


listen while Skarloey was telling her his story. 
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Bucking Bronco 


“1 was lonely and miserable,” Skarloey continued, “till at last the Manager came. 

“Y hope, now, that you're a 
better engine... 

* “Yes, Sir, please, Sir. 

“o... Because ve asked 
Mr Bobbie to come and look 
alter you.' 

“Mr Bobbie had helped to 
build me in England. 1 liked 
him, so we soon had steam up. 

“*Come on, Skarloey" he 
said. “We must help the 
workmen finish the line before the Inspector comes arial 

“I didn't mind pulling trucks with Mr Bobbie, and we worked * 
by the time Rheneas arrived, the line was ready. Ae 

“Rheneas never got so excited and bouncy as 1 did. He w pr -s ie 
hurry or fuss. Trucks often played tricks on me to make me cross, bu 
soon found that teasing 
Rheneas was a mistake! 

“He was shunting one day 
when I came alongside. 1 was 
excited. T'm pulling the 
Directors' train,” I said, “and 
taking the Inspector tomorrow. 
Think of that!” 

“Rheneas pondered. “You 
mind your bucks and bounces, 
then, Skarloey, he said at last. 


“The Directors won't like them.' 
* *Pooh" 1 snorted, and bounced away to fetch the coaches. 
""Peep peep” I whistled. “Hullo, girls!” iS 
" “Who is iú” Agnes deep voice echoed from the back of the Shed. 
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““J's an engine,” whispered 
Beatrice, the Guard 's Van. He's 
come to take us out.' 

“*“Bewarc of Strange 
Engines! warned Agnes. We 
must be On Our Guard.' 

“ “Our Guard has just 
come," giggled Beatrice. Jemima 
and Ruth, the other coaches, 
sighed with relief. 

“] pulled them all happily to 
the station. Agnes, still suspicious, kept muttering, Be On Your Guard. Be On 
Your Guard.* But T was too excited to listen. lt might have been better if I had. 


“To was sizzling with 
excitement as Eran round and 
backed down on Agnes. “Tts 
fun! Its fun" Echortled. 

“ “You may look harmless,' 
she whispered, “but we*ll watch 
you! We'll wat h you! 

“She took me quite aback. 

“But even Agnes couldn't 


complain about our upward 


journey. We stopped at every 
station. and the Directors got out to admire the arrangements. Everything 
went well, E forgot about Agnes; and the Manager, smiling, joined us on the 


footplate for the journey home. 
«Jr looks so easy, Mr Bobbie,' he said, as we rolled gently down. Can Í 


drive him, please?” 
“We were running nicely. “First rate! First rate!” I hissed happily, gaining 


and, all unknowing, l began to bounce. 
l, closed my regulator — too quickly, and to00 much. 


him — girls, 


specd, 
“The Manager, alarmec 
“Agnes' bullers clashed. “He's — playing — tricks! Bump 


bump him? 
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“They surged against me, 
urging me on. Í bounced and 
lurched. 1 couldn*t help it. 

“The Manager lost his 
footing, grabbed wildly for a 
handhold, and disappeared. 

**Pecp! peep! pececep! 
Brakes, Guard, please!” Mr 
Bobbie seized my controls, 
stopped the train and looked 
back. 

“Iwo legs waved wildly from a bush. 

“The Manager was unhurt, but very cross. Tll not ride that bucking 


El a 1 , . e . o é 
bronco again,” he said. He sat in Beatrice for the rest of the journey: 
“The Directors complained 


they'd been badly shaken. They 
said it was my fault. “Rheneas 
will take the Inspector 
tomorrow, they ordered. “You 
will stay out of sight in the 
Shed.' 

“But, late that evening, the 


Manager came. 
“ “Pm sorry, Sir, 1 did /7y to 


"5 be good.” 
Ti wasn't your fault, Skarloey. 'm sorry 1 was cross. We must do what 
the Directors say now, but Pl] make it up to you later.” 
“The Inspector was pleased with Rheneas. “You've done very well, he 
said kindly, “for a new engine.” 
“He told the Directors about some improvements which were needed. 
didas! he went on, “on the whole, your arrangements are good.” 
He came to see me, and the Directors told him what they thought had 
happened. 
““I think, gentlemen he said, “that you are mistaken. Skarlocy should 
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prove to be a Useful Engine, but 
he needs another pair of 
wheels. Take my advice, and 
have them fitted. Then, you'll 
see the difference. Good day.” * 


a 


A E 


Stick-in-the-Mud 


“THE Manager was as good as 
his word," Skarloey continued. 
“I came home from the Works 
with six wheels and a cab. 

“A cab is the latest thing 
lor engines,” he told me. “] hope 
it will cheer you up after your 
disappointment.? ” 

Rhencas chuckled. “It 
cheered him too much! And 
those silly coaches made him 


worse. “Such a handsome engine” they tittered. “Six wheels and a cab — so 
distinguished, my dears! Its a pleasure to see him.' He soon got too big for 
his wheels.” 

Skarloey smiled ruefully. “I did, too,” he said. “Go on, Rhencas.” 

“He boasted about his cab till I was tired,” said Rheneas. 

“ “You should get one like me, and be up-to-date,” he would say. 

“ “No thank you! You look 
like a snail with that house on 
your back. You don't go much 


faster, either.* 

“ “Slow, am 1? Let me tell 
yOu ... 
“ “Who was late three times 
last week?” 

“ “Oh, it's no use talking. 
You're just an old stick-in-the- 


so mud.' 
e called me more names, and we quarrelled. We ended up back to 
back - not speaking. It went on for days and days. 

One dark Monday morning, Skarloey had to take the workmen's train to 
the Quarry. It had rained for three days. “You always pick on me for wet 
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days,' he complained. 
“*You.' said Mr Bobbie, 
have got a cab to kecp us dry. 
Come on! 
“Skarlocy slipped and 
snorted on the damp rails. He 


began to wonder ¡if cabs were 


worth it. 

“An hour later, I was 
warming up when Skarlocy's 
Guard came coasting down in 


an empty truck, He stopped by our shed. 
“ “There's a landslide beyond the tunnel? he said. “Skarloey's run into It. 


He's stuck.” 

“ *Show a wheel, Rhencas 
look lively! 

“ *I'm sorry Mr Peter, Sir, 
but that Skarloev's too swanky. 
He says 'm a stick-in-the-mud. 
He can jolls well suck in the 
mud himself. It serves him right. 

“ *But' wenton my Driver, 
“there's poor Mr Bobbic, and 


the quarrvmen. Does it serve 
them right too? The Guard says the mud's like treacle .. .' 
“0h dear! E said. “That will never do. We must save them 


before they 


get sucked in. 

“And of we pufled with two trucks and some workmen. 

“Things weren't too bad after all. The men had partly cleared the line, 
and had levered Skarloey back. He was hissing and grumbling dreadfully, but 
we didn't listen to him. 

“We cleared the rest of the line, and 1 pushed Skarloey out of the way 
before taking the quarrymen to work, 

“Mr Bobbie cleaned and oiled his wheels and motion so that when | 
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returned with the coaches | 
could help him back to the 
Shed. 

“ “Pm sorry Í was swanky,' 
he said, at last. “Thank you for 
helping me. 

“Not at all,' I said, but I 
was stll cross. 

“Then Skarloey began to 
laugh. “Pm the stick-in-the-mud 
after all,' he gurgled helplessly, 

6 » p * 

23 you! I laughed too, 1 couldn't help it, he looked so funny. We were 

aughing when the cleaners came; we were still laughing when they is 

: E A . . s : y e 

engines!” they said, tapping their foreheads; but we weren mad. We'd learned 
sense, and we've been firm 


friends ever since.” 
xxx 

It was nearly dark. The 
listeners stirred and stretched. 
“Thank you, Skarloey and 
Rheneas,” they said. “Now 
you've told us about the “old 
days”, we can give you both a 


splendid birthday next week.” 
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Duck and Dukos 


“.. Bur E keep tellmg you,” said 
Duck. “There are no Dukes. They 
were fine and stately, but thevve all 
been scrapped.” 

Peter Sam goggled in horror. 
“This is dreadful,” he wailed. md Y ¡T 
Thin Controller said the Owner said 
the Duke said he was coming to Our 
Centenary to open our extension 
round the lake, and now he's 
scrapped and Skarlocy's and 


Rheneas' birthday will be spoilt. Oh dear! Oh dear!” 
He bustled away with his empty coaches to tell his bad news. 
“J think.” said Skarloey, “that Duck was pulling your wheels.” 
“No, Skarloev. he was quite serious.” 


“He alwavs jokes like that,” chuckled Sk 


arloey. but no one agreed, and 


they argued so loudlv that the Thin 
Convoller came to stop their noise. 
They told him about Duck, but he 
paid no attention. “Pve no time for 
his nonsense now,” he snapped. 
“There's a change in tomorrow's 
work. Skarloev. you will meet the 
Duke at 11.0 instead of 10.30.” And 


he hurried away. 
“If there is a Duke.” said 


Duncan. but they were all too tired 


to argue any more. 
but cheered up next morning when the 


They spent a gloomy night, 
cleaners greeted the birthday engines with an “All-metal Band”. Drivers and 


Firemen joined in, and even the Thin Controller banged a metal plate as 


loudly as anyone. The engines punctuated the “music” with their whisdes. 
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The Owner laughed and held his 
cars. Presendly he looked at his 
watch. “That's enough,” he ordered. 
so Rusty, Sir Handel and Duncan 
went at once to find their coaches. 

Visitors crowded the Big Station. 
They wanted to go to places along 
the line to watch the celebrations. 

Peter Sam and Rheneas had 
carefully practised their parts. 
Passengers in Agnes, Ruth, Lucy, 
Jemima and Beatrice all wore clothes of 1865. Rhencas had to pull hem behind 
Peter Sam's Television train, not too 
close and not too far away, so that the 


cameramen could take their pictures. 
Visitors waved as they went by, 
and at last they reached the special 
sidings near the extension, where ; 
they settled down to wait. “Listen! 
said Peter Sam at last. “Here's 
Skarloey; they re cheering him.” 
“Good!” answered Rheneas. 


“Perhaps that will make up for his 


disappointment over the Duke.” 

Skarloey wasn't disappointed at 
all. “Pve brought the Duke! Pve 
brought the Duke! Pve brought the 
Duke! P've brought the Duke!” he 
pufled, and triumphantly came to a 
stand between the two trains. 

A distinguished-looking man 
stepped out, climbed to Skarloey's 
footplate, and drove him on the new 
line round the lake and back again. 
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Then, standing on Skarlocy's front 


bullerbeam, he said, “Ladies, 


Gentlemen, and Engines, | have 
pleasure in declaring your lovely 
lakeside loopline now Open . js 

Peter Sam could bear it no 
longer. “Excuse me, Sir Duke,” he 
burst out, “Are you real?” 

There was shocked silence. 

The Duke smiled. “Skarloey said 
yow'd been listening to Duck,” he 
answered, “Duck thinks Dukes were Great Western engines, but Dukes are 
really people. Pam happy Lo assure you, Peter Sam, that lam a real live Duke. 

“Pl give Duck “Dukes!” muttered Peter Sam, but he was sternly hushed! 

The Duke turned to the Owner, *I congratulate you, Sir, on your 
remarkable Railway. lt must be a record indeed to have two locomotives in 
regular service, and both a hundred years old. Long life, then, and good 


running to Skarloey and Rhencas, your famous old engines. 
The cheering and clapping died away. “Speech!” shouted someone, and 


the cry was taken up. “Go on, Rheneas,” whispered the Owner, so rather 


nervously the old engine began. 
“Thank you, your Grace, and everyone, for your kind wishes. You've 


given us both a lovely 100th birthday; but, your Grace, Skarlocy and l aren't 


the only record” engines. We've got 
twin brothers. Talyllyn and Dolgoch 
were built at the same time as us, so 
they are 100 too, and they're sull at 
work. Their Railway's at Towyn, in 
Wales. Please go and see them, your 
Grace. and everybody, and wish 
them Many Happy Returns from 
Skarloey and Rhencas, their “Lite 
Old Twins.” 
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Main Line Engines 


THE REV. W AWDRY 
wh dlustravons by 


PETER AND GUNVOR EDWARDS 


DEAR FRIENDS, Í 

Bill and Ben are a shameless pair. I meant to write about Main 
Line Engines, and give the twins a treat by letting them into the 
first story. But I couldn't keep them in order! Before 1 knew it they 
had crept into the others. They even wanted me to change the 
book and make it about them! 

But [ have been very firm. Lam still calling it Main Line 
Engines. That will serve Bill and Ben right for ragging poor 
Gordon so disgracefully. 

He hasn't got over it yet! 

THE AUTHOR 


Theo Disoasol 


Bus. 
md Ben arc Tank Engines who live ata porton Edward's line, Each has 


four wheeds, a ny humney and dome, and a small squar cab, 
Fhey are kept busy pulling 


trucks for ships in the harbour 
and engines on die Main Line. 

The trucks are filled with 
China Clay dug from the 
nearby hills. China Clay is 
important, Itis needed lor 
pottery, paper, paint, plastics, 
and many other things. 

One morning they arranged 
some trucks and went away for 


more, Vhey returned to find them all gone. 

They were most surprised, 

Fheir Drivers examined a patch of oil. “That's a diesel,” they said, wiping 
the rails clean. 

“Is a whacIR?” asked Bill 

“A diseasel, EFadmnk,” replied 
Ben. “Fhereós a notice about 


them in our shed.? 
* remember, 'Coughs and 
sneezles spread diseasels.” * 
“Who had a cough in his 


smokebox vesterday?” 
“Fireman cleaned it, didnt 


he? 
“Yes, but the dust made him sneezle: so there you are. T's your fault the 
diseasel came.” 

“lisa 10 


“It is!” 
“Stop arguing, you two,” laughed their Drivers. 


y 


“Come on! Lets go and 
rescue our trucks,” 

Bill and Ben were aghast. 
“But he"ll magic us away like 
the trucks.” 

Their Drivers laughed. “He 
won t magic us; we'll more 
likely magic him! Listen. He 
doesn't know you're twins; so 
we"ll take your names and 
numbers off and then this is 
what we'll do... 

Bill and Ben chuckled with delight. “Come on! Let's go!” they said 
cagerly. | 

Crecping into Edward's Yard they found the diesel on a siding with the 
AR trucks. Ben hid behind, but Bill went boldly alongside Ad stood 
facing the diesel on the points leading out to the Main Line. 

The diesel looked up. “Do 
you mind?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Bill, “I do. 1 
want my trucks please.” 

“These are mine,” said the 
diesel. “Go away.” 

Bill pretended to be 
frightened. “You're a big bully,' 
he whimpered. “You'll be 
sorry.” 
ran back, and hid behind the trucks on the other E iia 

Ja Is came forward. The diesel had to stop suddenly. 

As ic mn He ran away too, and Bill took his place. 

e 1 and on till the diesel's eyes nearly popped out. 

Ei he begged. “You're making me giddy!” 

10 two engines gazed at him side by side. He shut his eyes. “Are there 


, 
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tuvo of you?” he whispered? 

“Yes, we're twins.” 

“J might have known it,” he 
groaned, 

Just then, Edward bustled 
up. “Bill and Ben, why are you 
playing here?” 

“We're nol playing,” 
protested Bill. 

“We're rescuing trucks,” 


squeaked Ben. 


“What do you mean?” 
“Even vou don't come in our yard without asking,” 


“And vou only take the trucks we give you.” 
“But” hey both squeaked indigenandy, “this discasel didn't even ask. 


He just took the lot” 

“Phere is no cause to be 
rude,” said Edward severely. 
“Phis engine is a Metropolitan- 
Vickers, diesel-electric, Type 2.” 

The twins were abashed. 
“We're sorry Mr er.. Ps 

“Never mind,” he smiled, 
“call me BoCo. Fm sorry | 


didn't understand about the 


trucks.” 
«“Phats all right then,” said Edward. “O(F you go, Bill and Ben. Fetch 


BoCo's trucks, then you can take these.” 
Fhe twins scampered away. Edward smiled. 
“Phere's no real harm in hem,” he said, “but they're maddening at 


times. 
BoCo chuckled. “Maddening,” he said, “is the word.” 
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Buzz Buzz 


BOCO reached the Big Station and arranged his trucks. Then he went to the 
Shed, and asked politely if he could come in. 

Duck was not pleased to see 
a diesel but, presently, when he 
found that BoCo knew Edward, 
he became more friendly. And 
by the time BoCo had told him 
about Bill and Ben they were 
laughing together like old 
friends, 

“Have they ever played 
tricks on you?” asked BoCo. 

“Goodness me! Yes!” rder” 
chuckled Duck. “Edward is the only one who can keep them in o 

“You know,” went on Duck, “I sometimes call them “The Bees. 


“A good name,” chuckled BoCo. “They re terrors when they start buzzing 
round.” 


Just then James bustled in. 
“What's that, Duck? Are you 
terrified of bees? They're only 
insects after all: so don't let that 
buzz-box diesel tell you 
different.” 

“His name is BoCo, and he 
didn't. We .. , 

“I wouldn't care, 
interrupted James, “if hundreds 
were swarming round. Pd just 


blow smoke and make them buzz off.” 
“Buzz Buzz Buzz,” retorted Duck. 
James retired into a huff. hi 
James was to pull the Express next morning, and when Duck brought his 
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coaches the platform was crowded. 
Ss Mind your backs! MIND YOUR BACKs!” Two porters were ta 
e a has Ae front van. Fred drove, while Bert walked behind. 
Careful, Fred! Careful!'" warned Bert, but Fred was in a hurry 
listen. 
Suddenly an old lady 


king a loaded 


and didn't 


appeared in front. 

Fred stopped dead, but the 
luggage slid forward and burst 
the lid of a large white wooden 
box. 

Some bees flew out, and, 
just as Jfames came backing 
down, they began to explore the 


station. 
Someone shouted a warning, The platform cleared like magic. 


The bees were too sleepy to 
be cross. They found the empty 
station cold. James" Fireman 
was trying to couple the train. 
They buzzed round him 
hopefully. They wanted him to 
mend their hive. Then they 
could go back and be warm 
again. 

But the Fireman didn't 
understand. He thought they 


would sting him. 
He gave a yell, ran back to the cab and crouched with his jacket over 


his head. 
The Driver didn't understand either. He swatted at the bees with the 


shovel. 
The bees, disappointed, turned their attention to James. 
James" boiler was nice and warm. The bees swarmed round it happily. 


no 
sb 
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“Buzz off! BUZZ orFF" he 
hissed. He made smoke, but the 


; > rea 
a daa A a wind blew it away, and the | 
SAR 


stayed. | 

| At last one settled on his 
hot smokebox. It burnt ¡ts feet. 
The bee thought James had 
stung it on purpose. It stung | 
James back - right on the nose! 

“Ececececcccece!” whisled 
James. He had had enough: so 
had his Driver and Fireman. They started without waiting for the Guard s 
whistle. | 

They didn't notice till too late, that they'd left their train behind. e 

In the end it was BoCo who pulled the Express. He was worried at pa 
about leaving his trucks, but Duck promised to look after them and so it was 


Es > Fat 
arranged. He managed to gain back some of the lost time, and the 
Controller was pleased with him. 


No one seemed to notice 
when James came back to the 
Shed. They were talking about 
a new kind of beehive on 
wheels. It was red, they said. 
Then they all said “Buzz. buzz, 
buzz,” and laughed a lot. 

James thought that for big 
Main Line Engines they were 
being very silly. 
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Wrong Boad 


Thomas Branch Line is 
important, and so is Edward's. 
They both bring in valuable 
traffic, but their track and 
bridges are not so strong 45 
those on the Main. 

That is why the Fat 
Controller does not allow the 
heavier Main Line Engines such 
as Gordon and Henry to run On 
them. 

If, however, vou had heard Gordon talking to Edward a short while 280, 
you would have thought that the Fat Controller had forbidden him to TUN on 


Branch Lines for quite another 


reason. 

“It's not fair,” grumbled 
Gordon. 

“What isn't fair?” asked 
Edward. 

“Letting Branch Line 
diesels pull Main Line trains.” 

“Never mind, Gordon. 'm 
sure BoCo will let you pull his 
trucks sometimes. That would 
make it quite fair.” 

Gordon spluttered furiously. “1 won't pull BoCo's dirty trucks. 


I won't run 


on Branch Lines.” 

“Why not? It would be a nice change.” 

“The Fat Controller would never approve,” said Gordon loftily. “Branch 
Lines are vulgar.” 

He pufled away in a dignified manner. Edward chuc kled and followed 


him to the station ... 
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Gordon, his Driver and his 
Fireman all say it was the ladv's 
fault. She wore a green Aoppy 
hat, and was saying “Goodbye” 
to a friend sitting in the coach 
nearest the Guard's Van. 

lt was almost time to start. 
The Fireman looked back. He 
was new to the job. He couldn't 
see the Guard but he did see 
something green waving. He 
thought it was the flag, 

“Right away, Mate,” he called. 


But the Guard had not waved his flag. When Gordon started he left some 
luggage, several indignant passengers and the Guard all standing on the 
platlorm. 

Every evening two fast 


trains leave the Big Station 
within five minutes. The 6.25 is 
Gordon's for the Main Line. 
Edward's, at 6.30, runs along 
the Branch. 

By the time Gordon had 
been brought back, Edward's 
train was overdue. 


“You've missed your *path' 

Gordon,” said the Fat C “N al + 

, > at Controller, crossly. “Now we must clear Edward's train 
before you can start.” 


This s DS / : 
o , should have put everything right with the least possible trouble; but 
:ontrol : : Ñ 
ES u ' u the Big Station made things worse. They forgot to warn the 
signalman at Edward's Junction about the change of plan. 


lt was dark bv the ti , , - 
as dark by the time the trains reached the junction, and you can guess 


what happened — Edw: le G 
¡at happened — Edward went through on the Main, while Gordon was 
switched to the Branch ... 
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Ittook the Fat Controller 
several hours to sort oul the 
tangle and pacify Ue 


Passengers. 
In the end Gordon was left, 


with his fire drawn, cold and 
cross on one of Edward's 


sidings. 

Bill and Ben peeped into 
the Yard next morning; They 
wondered if BoCo had brought 


them some trucks. There were no trucks, but they didn't mind that. 
Teasing Gordon, they thought, would be much better fun! 


“Whats tha” asked Bill loudly. 


*Ssh!" whispered Ben. “Is Gordon.” 
“It looks like Gordon, but it can't be. Gordon never comes On Branch Lines 


He thinks them vulgar.” 

Gordon pretended he hadn'tt heard. 

If ivisnt Gordon.” said Ben, “it's just a pile of old iron . . . 

“which wed better take to the scrapyard.” 

“No. Bill. this lots useless 
for scrap. We'll take itto the 
harbour and dump it in the 
Lai 

Gordon was alarmed. “I am 
Gordon. Stop! Stop!” 

The twins paid no 
attention. Gordon shut his eyes 
and prepared for the worst. 

The twins argued loudly 


and long. Bill favoured the 
ard. while Ben said that the cutting up in such places was something 


scrapv 


cruel. 
It would be kinder. he urged, to give these remains a quick end in the sea. 
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Besides, he we: ; 

máke a lovely al ais 
| Gordon could not view 

either prospect with any 

enthusiasm. 

Up to that time he had 
disapproved of diesels. 

They were, he considered 
ugly, smelly, and noisy; but 
when he opened his eyes and 
saw BoCo coming into the 
lo he thought him the most beautiful sight he had ever secn. 

BoCo my dear engine!” he gasped. “Save meP” 

BoCo quickly sized up the situation, and sent Bill and Ben about their 
business. 

[hey were cheeky at first, but BoCo threatened to take away the trucks of 
coal he had brought for them. That made them behave at once. 

Gordon thought he was 
wonderful. “Those little 
demons!” he said. “How do you 
do it?” 

“Ah well,” said BoCo. “It's 
just a knack.” 

Gordon thinks to this day 
that BoCo saved his life; but we 
know that the twins were only 
teasing — don't we? 
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Edwards Exploit 


EDWARD scolded the twins severely, but told Gordon it served him right. 
Gordon was furious. 

A few days later, some Enthusiasts came, On their last afternoon they went 
to the China Clay Works. 

Edward found it hard to start the 


heavy train. 
“y . Pa 3” 
Did you see him strainins: 


asked Henry. 

“Positively painful,” remarked 
James. 

“Just pathetic,” grunted Gordon. 
“He should give up and be Preserved 


before it's too late.” 
“Shut up!” burst out Duck. 


“You're all jealous. Edward's better than any of you.” 

“You're right, Duck.” said BoCo. “Edward's old, but he"ll surprise us all.” 

Bill and Ben were delighted with their visitors. They loved being 
photographed and took the party to the Workings in a “Brake Van Special”. 

On the way home, however, the 
weather changed. Wind and rain 
bulleted Edward. His sanding gear 
failed. his wheels slipped, and his 
Fireman rode in front dropping sand 
on the rails by hand. 

“ComeOn-ComeOn-ComeOn,” 
panted Edward breathlessly. “This 15 
dreadful!” 

But there was worse to come. 
Before his Driver could check them, 
his wheels slipped fiercely again and again. 

with a shrieking crack, something broke and battered his frame and 


splashers up and out of shape. 
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The passengers gathered round 
while the crew inspected the damage. 
Repairs took some time. 

“One of your crank-pins broke, 
Edward,” said his Driver at last. 
“We've taken your side-rods off. Now 
you're a “single” like an old fashioned 
engine. Can you get these people 
home? They must start back tonight.” 

“Pl try, Sir,” promised Edward. 

They backed down to where the 
line was more nearly level. Edward puffed and pulled his hardest, but his 


wheels kept slipping and he just could not start the heavy train. 
The passengers were getting anxious. 


Driver, Fireman and Guard went 
along the train making adjustments 
between the coaches. 

“We've loosened the couplings, 
Edward,” they said. “Now you can 
pick your coaches up one by one, just 
as you do with trucks.” 

“That will be much easier,” said 
Edward gratefully. 
So, with the Fireman sanding 


carefully in front, the Driver gently 
opened the regulator. 


Come ... on! puffed Edward. 
He moved cautiously forward, ready 
to take the strain as his tender 
coupling tightened against the weight 
of the first coach. 

The first coach moving, helped to 
start the second, the second helped 
the third, and so on down the train. 


—331— 


— DHIOIMA VOMPLETE COLLECTION A 


"Pre done 100 Pve done it” pulled Edward, his wheels spinning with excitement. 

“Steady, Boy!" warned his Di Ver, skilfully « hecking the wheel-slip. “Well 
done, Boy!” ? 

Yowve got them! You've go! them!” And he listened happily to Edward's 
saeady beat as he forged slowly but surely up the hill. 

he passengers were thrilled, Most had their heads out of windows. They 
waved and shouted, cheering Edward on. 

The Fat Controller paced the 
platform. Henry with the Special 
train waited anxiously t00. 

They heard a “Peep pecp!” 
Then, battered, weary, but unbeaten, 
Edward steamed in. 

The Fat Controller stepped 
angrily forward. He pointed to the 
clock, but excited passengers swepl 
him aside. They cheered Edward, his 
Driver and Fireman to the echo, 
before rushing off to get in Henry' train. 

Henry steamed away to another storm of cheers, but not before everyone 


knew Edward's story. 

Edward went thankfully to the Shed, while Duck and BoCo saw to it that 
he was left in peace. Gordon and James remained respectfully silent. 

The Fat Controller asked BoCo to look after Edward's line while he was 
being mended. BoCo was pleased. He worked well, and now they run 1 
together. Bill and Ben still tease him, but BoCo doesn't mind. 

He lives at Edward's station, but 
is welcome anywhere, for he is now 
one of the “family”. 

Donald and Douglas were the 
last to accept him, but he often helps 
with their goods trains, and the other 
day they were heard to remark, “For 
a diesel, yon BoCo's nae sich a bad 
sort of engine.” 

That, from the Caledonian 


as. 1s high praise indeed! 
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Small Railway Engines 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustranons by 


PETER AND GUNVOR EDWARDS 


DEAR FRIENDS, 
Some leadmines up in the hills have long been closed, but their 
waste-heaps still spoil a lovely valley. 

The Fat Controller has now found that the waste is good 
weed-killing railway ballast. He talked to the Owner and the 
Thin Controller of the Skarloey Railway, and other important 
people. They “went shares” and built a Small Railway to ferch 
it away. 

The Small Engines are managed by a Controller. They call 
him the Small Controller; but that is only in fun. He is bigger 
than either of the others! 

THE AUTHOR 


he author gratefully acknowledges the help given by fellow members of the 
Ravenglass and Eskdale Railway Preservation Society in he preparation ol this book 
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Ballast 


Tr Fat Controller's Railway 
has a new look. From end to 
end they are clearing old ballast 
from the track and packing the 
slecpers with fresh stones. The 
gangers are pleased. “Weeds 
don't grow in it,” they say; and 
even James has stopped 
erumbling about dirty sidings! 
Douglas and Donald 
disappeared regularly behind 


the Big Station, along a line on which none of the others had ever gone. They 
returned with loaded ballast trains, and were most mysterious about it. 

“Verra wee engines bring the ballast doun fra the hills,” was all they 
would say. 

Soon the engines could talk 
of! nothing else. James and 
Henry thought the “Verra wee 
engines” must be some kind of 
magic. 

“] don't believe it, said 
Gordon. “Donald and Douglas 
have pulled our wheels before.” 

But Duck wanted to see for 


himself, so he asked permission 
to take some trucks. When he arrived, he was told to push them under the 
“chute”. This was like a tunnel made of steel girders. On top of it stood some 


queer-looking trucks. 
“What d'you think of our *chute*?” said a voice. “Good, isn't it?” 


Duck blinked. Standing beside him was a small green engine. 
“Where did you spring from?” asked Duck. 
“P've been here all the time,” smiled the small engine. “Pm Rex, and you, 
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'm sure, are Duck.” 

“How did you know?” 

“That's easy; there's only 
one Great Western engine in 
these parts.” 

There was a sudden rating 
and roaring. Duck's whole train 
shuddered. 

“Wh-what was that?” he 
asked, startled. 


“That was our “chute”. The mos 
bottoms of those wagons slide out, and the stones fall through the chute inte 
your trucks. We may be small, but we're quite efficient.” 

Duck puffed away much impressed. 

Next Ea there eo osa Engines. Rex introduced Duck to Bert 
and Mike. “As you can see,” he went on, “the Small Controller's given us 
different coats.” ' 

“Silly nonsense,” grumbled 
Mike. 

“I like being blue,” protested 
Bert. 

“It's all right for you,” fumed 
Mike, “but not for me. 
Passengers'Il say 1 look like a 
pillarbox!” 

“Shocking!” said Rex, and 
winked at Duck. “Consider my 
feelings. When we were both 


green, passengers kept calling me Mike!” 

“You ... you...” spluttered Mike. 

“Stow it you two,” said Bert. “Duck,” he went on, “have you seen our 
coaches?” 

“Where are they?” asked Duck. 

“Over there,” said Bert. 
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“But they're tru... mean they're not like ours.” he finished lamely. 
Rex smiled. “L agree. They are like tru Ks, but they behave surprisingly well.” 

“Sez you,” putin Mike 
rudely. 

“They're all right,” said Bert, 
“if you treat "em right. Besides, 
passengers like 'em. They won't 
use “covereds' on a fine day. It's 
this scenery - you know; trees, 
mountains and such — can't 
understand it myself; but then, 
passengers are queer.” 

“You're right there,” said 


Mike, “Give me goods trains every time.” 

“Do you like trucks?” Duck was surprised. 

“Not all of them,” smiled Mike, “but our big ballast hoppers are diflerent. 
They run on bogies as sweetly as any coach. We take them to the old mines, 
fill them up, and run them 
down here to the chute. The 
men pull some levers, and the 
whole lot's unloaded before you 
can say “Small Controller”. No 
trouble at all.” 

“How about hot 
axleboxes?” put in Rex. 

“We soon cured tha! 
nonsense.” 

“You mean the Small 


Controller did!” 
“Same thing,” grinned Mike. 
Duck chuckled delightedlv. Rex and Mike loved teasing each other. 
“I can't understand,” said Duck, “why P've never heard about you 
before” 
The Small Engines all answered at once. 
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“We ve only Just come . E 
A oi our 
England which clos 


e 


Railway in 
cd.” 

«++ Your Fat Controller 
asked us to come and ferch 
ballast for him a 


- And he said he'd bring 


plenty of passengers too.” 
“Haven't you had 
passengers before?” asked 


Duck. 


“Only in England. Its our first season here. 


, , e! Goodbye!” 
“Ob” promised Duck. “Then Fl bring you lots. Goodby: 
and he pulfed excitedly 


us 


away to see about it 
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Tit for Tat 


1H engines were being cleaned and polished for the day. Bert, who was 
gomg out first, had a tall chimney in his funnel to draw up his fire. 

“We've got Visitors today,” said 
his Driver, 

Rex vawned. “We have "em 
every day,” grunted Mike. 

“But these are Special,” said the 
Driver. “One takes 'moving pictures”, 
and the other writes books. So mind 
you all behave.” 

“I don't want to be a moving 
picture in a book,” protested Bert. *l 


want to stay as Tam.” 

They all tried to explain, but Bert was still muddled when he went to take 
his train. 

The visitors were clergymen, one fat, the other thin. They arrived in a 
lite car. Both had cameras. 

They shook hands with Bert's Driver. “The Small Controller,” he told 
them, “says you can ride with me in 
Bert's tender, if you like.” 

“Thank you,” they said. “May 
we come later please? Just now, the 
sun is shining so nicely that we want 
to take photographs.” 

Then they asked Bert his name 
and told him how smart he looked. 

“These visitors,” he thought, 
“do at least know how to speak to 


engines.” 
He pufled away feeling happier. 
Wherever the line came near the road — level crossings, bridges, stations — 
there the two clergymen were, squinting into their cameras. 


— 338— 


o e SMALL RAIway Encines 000 A 


Bert found this rather upsetting, 
“Phey might wave at an engine” he 
complained. 

“They can't wave and get good 
pictures,” said his Driver; but Bert 
didn't understand. He thought they 
were being unfriendly. 

“Poop! Poop!” The lite car shot 
past them once more, but Bert m 
no reply. 

“They'll be at the Lane next.” 

The Lane is a side-ro 
There is no fence. 


ade 


' side the railwav. 
ad. It runs for a short distance alongside the ralwas 


It had rained hard in the night. 
There were puddles in the Lane. The 
Thin Clergyman sat in the car. The 
Fat One waited with his camera. He 
took his pictures, jumped in, and off 
they went, racing the train to the 
Lane's end. 

Unluckily, just as they passed 
Bert, they went through a puddle. 

“Schloooooosh” — muddy water 
splashed over Bert's boiler. 


“Quch!” said Bert. 


But the clergymen didn't know. They were ahead and out of the car. 
Smiling they waited for Bert to catch up. 


Bert wasn't smiling, “They did it 
on purpose,” he snorted crossly. 

“They splashed me! They 
SPLASHED me!” Bert hissed, rolling 
into the last station. 


“Pictures indeed!” he grumbled, 
running round his train. 
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"Pm a nice picture; covered in mud!” 

He sizzled crossly when the Fat Clergyman sat in his tender for the 
journey back. “Driver oughtn't to allow him after what he's done!” 

Suddenly he stopped sizzling, and let off steam “Whooooooooosh!” 

“I know,” he thought, “how to pay the Fat One out. It's a lovely plan. 1 only 
wish he Thin One was there too,” he said. But he said it to himself. 

Bertran nicely till hey reached the woods. 

The line climbs stecply here. 
Bert usually “rushes” the hill. This 
time, he deliberately dawdled. 

“Come on!” said his Driver 
eiving him full steam. 

This was just what Bert wanted. 

“Tit for Tat! TIT for TAT!” he 
shouted, storming up the slope. 

Rain-soaked branches met close 
overhead. Bert's blast, shooting 
straight up, shook them wildly. 
Showers of water fell on Clergyman and Driver. Their soaking did not stop till 
they had topped the rise, and steam could be reduced for the downward run. 


The Small Controller soon found 
out what had happened. He sent 
Bert back to the Shed. “You're a 
Very Naughty Engine,” he said 
sternly. “I won't have rudeness to 
visitors.” 

“They splashed me,” faltered Bert. 
“Ionly...” 

“Thats no excuse. Pm ashamed 


of you.” 


Bert went sadly away. 

But he was happy again when Rex and Mike came in. 

“Those Visitors are Nice.” he told them. “They came and said “sorry”, and l 
said “sorry” too. Then they cleaned me like Driver does. They know lots about 
engines,” he went on. “The Thin One's writing about me in a book. He 


promised he'd write about you too. Think of that!” 
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Miko"s Whistle 


ONE mornin 

NE g when he arrive k's whistle w: er. They had 

worked late the night | ds o poe his da sa 
right before and his Driver and Fireman had used it to boll 

cggs for their supper, 

But something had gone wrong, 
and next morning, when he wanted 
to whistle, Duck found he could only 
make burpling noises. He was upset 
about it. 

3 > 

| Never mind” said his Driver, 
it must be a bit of that egg which 
broke. We'll clean it out presently 


, » 2 >» 3 
when we've got time. Meanwhile, no 
one will mind.” 


But Mike made rude remarks about it. 
“Shplee! Shplee!” mimicked Mike. “Its shocking! If engines can't whistle 
properly, they shouldn't try.” 

“Then why do you?” asked Bert. 

“Why do I what?” 

“Try to whistle, of course.” 

“Shut up! You're jealous.” Mike 
was proud of his shrill whistle. “Mine's 
better than yours, anyway.” 

“Listen, Mike,” said Rex. “If 1 
had a whistle like yours, d'you know 
what Pd do?” He paused 
“The ideal” sp] TA impressively. “Pd lose it.” 

a dea.” spluttered Mike. “Whistles are important, let me tell you. 
engines without whistles aren't proper engines at all.” 

| Mike went redder than ever with fury His steam pressure went up 
suddenty, and his safety-valves blew off, “Whoooooosh!” 


“Hullo!” said hi iver, * 
+ Said his Driver. “As you're ready first, you'd better take the 
passenger”. 


l 
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“What and leave my “goods?” 

“Yes. Bert can do that. We cant 
have you blowing ofT in here. 

Come on!” 

Mike backed down on the 
coaches “whoooooshing” angrily. 
When all was ready, he started with a 
rude jerk. “Come on! Come on! 
COME ON'” he pulled. 

“Whats biuen him?” wondered 
his Driver. “He doesn't like coaches, 


but he's never been as bad as this.” 

Mike whistled loudly at the least 
OXcuse, “They re jealous, thevre 
jealous,” he muttered as he | 
bucketted along. “ll show "em! PU 
show “em!” 

“He's in a flaming temper about 
something,” remarked his Driver. He 
was relieved when they reached the 
End Station safely. He looked Mike all 
over, but saw nothing wrong, He tried 
to soothe him, but Mike still sizzled crossly. “It beats me,” he said at last. 

Then, soon after they had started back, he heard a thin persistent tinkle. 
“That's something loose on his boiler,” he thought. “Pll tighten itat the next 


station.” 
But he never got the chance. 


Itwas the cow's fault. She stood 
on the track busily cropping grass. 
She took no notice of the train. 

Mike stopped. He wasn't 
friehtened. He had met her before. 
She only made him cross. 

He came slowly forward 
whooshing steam from his cylinders. 


“Shooooh! Shooooh! Shooooh"” 


The cow just flicked her tail and went on eating, Mike felt exasperated. 

He tried whistling, He wanted to say “Get out of my way yOu stupid 
animal!” but he didn't get far. His second “peep” turned into a PERRA n 
“Whoooooosh!” as his whistle-cap shot up like a rocket. and landed in a field. 

Driver and Guard started to look 
lor it, but some passengers objected. 
“We can't waste time with whistles,” 
they said. “We must catch our train.” 

Mike was dismayed. “There are 
boards saying “WHISTLE'.” he 
protested. “I mustnt pass those 
without whistling. That's “Orders. 
Please find it.” 


“Sorry,” said the passengers. 
“We can't wait. We”ll have to whistle 
for you; that's all.” And so it was arranged. ! 

Whenever they saw a board, Guard, Driver, and passengers all whistled. 
They made more noise than Mike ever did, and thought it splendid fun. 

Mike mourned for his lost whistle. 

Mike hoped his Driver would give him a new whistle when they got 
home. He was disappointed. ; 

“Tve no spare whistles,” said the Small Controller sternly. “So you'll have 
to wait. It serves you right for being such a crosspatch.” 

Mike worked in the quarries for the rest of the day. lt was nearly dark 
when he reached the Shed. 


“What's tha?” asked Bert, as 
Mike came in. 
“Shsh!” whispered Rex. “Take 
no notice. l's an Improper Engine.” 
“Why Improper? He looks all 
right to me.” 

“It's got no whistle.” 

“Oh dear!” said Bert. “How 
shocking! We don't approve of his 
sort, do we?” 
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Useful Railivcay 


MIKE, had had trouble with some shecp. He grumbled about them dreadfully. 

“They're silly.” said Rex, “but they're useful.” 

“Whaé” 

“Farmers,” went on Rex, 
“sell their wool.” 

“Whats that?” 

“People make clothes from 
wool. You know — things they 
wear instead of paint.” 

“Quite right, Rex.” The 
engines were started. The 
Small Controller stood in the 
doorway. “The farmers,” he 
t well, they"! know 


wenton. “want us to take their wool to market. If we do 1 
we're Really Useful. So you must all do your best.” 

“But I don't understand, Sir,” Bert protested. “We can't drive sheep down 
the line. They wouldn't go straight. 

“Silly!” said Rex. “We don't 
drive sheep, we take their wool, 
in bales on trucks. ICI] be easy” 

The Small Controller 
laughed. “Very well, Rex,” he 
said. “You seem to know all 
about it, so you shall take the 
first train.” 

They started loading at the 
Lane. Then Rex came gently 
down the line stopping at all the 
farms and level crossings on the way. 

“Nearly finished,” said his Driver ¿ 


ut last. “Only one more load, and 


we're away.” 
But he'd reckoned without Willie, 
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Willie was late. Hed been 
dawdling. Rex's whistle roused 
him, and he set off at top 
speed. 

“Your load's slipping,” 
someone shouted. 

“Oh dear!” thought Willie, 
“I can't stop now. I hope it! 
hold.” 


It did, but not quite long 
enough. Willie dashed into the 


£ . . . bd os d ¡ ] 
Yard, and swept round to bring his trailer alongside the line. The trailer tlted, 


the os loosened the ropes, and the topmost wool-bales slid sideways to the 
track. 


“Crumbs!” burst out Willie. “That's torn it! I must warn Rex.” 
He jumped down and ran along the line. 
Rex's trucks were running nicely. “I said it was easy! 1 said it was easy!” he 
chuntered happily to himself. 
Then everything happened 
at once. Willie waved and 
shouted, and behind Willie, 
through the bridge, Rex 
glimpsed the bales lying on 
the track. 
“Stop! Stop! STOP!” he 
whistled. 
“On! On! ON!” urged the 
stupid trucks. 
But Rex's brakes checked them. “Oooooer!” he groaned, and shut his 
eyes. His front hit something soft. He tilted sideways, and found himself off 


the line leaning against the cutting side, while his Driver felt him all over to 
find 1£ he was hurt. 


When the Small Controller came, Willie said he was very sorry, and, with 
his master's permission, he stayed and worked very hard clearing the mess. 
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hey put the trucks to rights, and Bert lost no time in taking them away. 
But Rex had to stay where he was. He didn't like hata bit. 

Trains kept passing, and 
passengers would point at him 
and say “Oooh! Look! There's 
been an accident” 

Mike and Bert would laugh 
and remark how casy Itwas to 
pull wool tralns. 

Poor Rex. 

They lifted Rex to the rails 
at lastand Bertand Mike 


helped him home. 

“That accident served me right for being swanky.” 

“No,” said Bert. “Iuwasntt your fault at all.” 

“Sorry we laughed.” This came from Mike. 

The Small Controller was waiting. “Fm proud of you all,” he said. 
“Thanks to Rex, the accident 
did litde harm. Bert and Mike 
worked like heroes, and our 
customers all admire the way 
we managed. They thought 
we were a “toy railway”, but 
now they say we're Really 
Useful. Theyve promised us 
plenty more work when the 


wool trafhic is done.” 


a visitto the Ravenglass and Eskdale Railway in Cumberland. 


l vou have eno Sihiesc storm vou mill also enjon 
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Enterprising Engines 


THE REV W AWDRY 
with illustravons by 


GUNVOR £ PETER EDWARDS 


DEAR RICHARD. 


Do you remember the photographs you took of what 
happened to your train on the way to Waterloo in April 1967? 
Your Mother, very kindly, gave me a set, and they helped our 
artist to draw at least two of the pictures for “Super Rescue”. 
Anyway, “Super Rescue” is the story which your pictures told 
me. Í hope you will enjoy it, and the other three stories as well. 
THE AUTHOR 


he author gratefully as knowledges the ready help given by Flying Scotsman's owner, 
Mr A. E Pegler, and his assistant, Mr E. Hovle, in the preparation of this book 
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Tendors for Henry 


“Pm not happy.” complained 
Gordon. 

“Vour fire box is out of 
order,” said James. “No wonder, 
after all that coal you had 
yesterday.” 

“Hard work brings good 
appetite,” snapped Gordon. “1ou 
wouldn't understand.” 

“I know,” put in Duck, 
brighdy. “Itús boiler-ache. Í 


warned you about that standpipe on the Other Railway; but you drank gallons.” 


.. 


“T's not boiler=ache,” protested Gordon. “It's... 

“Of course itis.” said Henry. “That water's bad. It furs up your tubes. 
Your boiler must be full of 
sludge. Have a good wash-out. 
Then, vou'll feel a different 
engine.” 

“Don't be vulgar,” said 
Gordon hufhly. 

Gordon backed down on 
his train. hissing mournfully. 

“Cheer up, Gordon!” said 
the Fat Controller. 

“I can't Sir. The others say 
Pve got boiler-ache, but I haven't, Sir. I keep thinking about the Dreadful 


State of the World, Sir. Is it true, Sir, what the diesels say?” 


“What do they say?” 
“They boast that they ve abolished Steam, Sir.” 


“Yes, Gordon. It is true.” 
“What. Sir! All my Doncaster brothers, drawn the same time as me?” 


“All gone, except one.” 
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The Guard's whistle blew, 
and Gordon pufled sadly away. 

“Poor old Gordon!” said the 
Fat Controller. “Hmm... If 
only we could! ... Yes, Pll ask 
his Owner at once.” He hurried 
away. 

Arrangements took time, 
but one evening, Gordon's 
Driver ran back, excited. “Wake 
up, Gordon! The Fat 
Controller's given you a surprise. Look!” 

Gordon could hardly believe it. Backing towards him werc two massive 
green tenders, and their engine's shape was very like his own. “T's Flying 
Scotsman!” he gasped. “The 
Fat Controller's brought him to 
see me. Oh thank you, Sir!” 

Gordon's toot of joy was 
drowned by Flying Scotsman's 
as he drew happily alongside. 

Next day the two engines 
were photographed side by side. 

“You've changed a lot,” 
smiled Flying Scotsman. 

“l had a “rebuild” at Crewe. 
They didn't do a proper Doncaster job, of course, but it serves.” 

“I had a “rebuild” too, and looked hideous. But my Owner said 1 was an 
Extra Special Engine, and made them give me back my proper shape.” 

“Is that why you have two tenders, being Special?” 


No. You'd hardly believe it, Gordon, but Over There, they've hardly any 
coal and water.” o 


But surely, every proper railway .. .” 


“Esvartlw Y, 
y ) y G ave a Controller y 
Exactly; You are lucky, Gordon, to h Controller who knows how to 
run raillways.” 
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Everyone got on well with 
Flving Scotsman except Henry. 
Henry was jealous. 

“Tenders are marks of 
distincion,” he complained. 
“Everybody knows that. Why's 
he got two?” 

“He's famous,” explained 
Duck and Donald. “He was the 
second to go 100 miles an hour; 
besides, the Other Railway has 


no coal and water.” 
“Pooh!” snifled Henry. “I cant believe hat! T never boast, > 
“but always work hard enough for two. 1 deserve another tender for that.” 
Duck whispered something to Donald. 
“Henry,” asked Duck innocendy, “would you like my tenders?” 
“Yours!” exclaimed Henry. “What have you got to do with tenders?” 
“All right,” said Duck. “The 
deal's ofl. Would you like them 
Donald?” 


“] wudna deprive ye of the 


* he continued, 


honour.” 

“Itis a great honour.” said 
Duck, thoughtfully, “but Pm 
only a tank engine, so 1 don't 
really understand tenders. 
Perhaps James might . 

“P'm sorry Í was e. said 
Henry hastily. “How many tenders have you, and when could 1 have them?” 


“Six, and you can have them this evening,” 


“Six lovely tenders,” chortled Henry. “What a splendid sight Pl be! 


That'l! show the others the sort of engine I am!” 
Henry was excited. “D'you think it'll be all right?” he asked for the 


umpteenth time. 
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“OÉ course,” said Duck. 
“Just go where 1 told you, and 
they" all be ready.” 

Mcanwhile, word had gone 
round, and the others waited 
where they could get a good 
view. Henry was cheered to the 
echo when he came, but he 
wasn't a splendid sight. He had 
six tenders, true, but they were 
very old and very dirty. All were 
filled with boiler sludge! . 

“Had a good pi Henry?” called a voice. “That's right. You feel a 


voice was 
different engine now.” Henry was not sure, but he thought the 
Gordon's. 
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Super Rescue 


A THE two diesels surveyed the 

Shed. “Itús time, 7101,” said 
one, “that we took this railway 
over.” 

“Shsh, 199! Its their railway, 
after all.” 

“Not for long,” persisted 
199. “Our Controller says, 
“Steam engines spoil our 
Image'”.” 

“Of course we do,” 
snapped Duck. “We show what frauds you are. Call yourselves engines? If 
anything a ns, you care nothing for your train. 2ou just moan for a Fitter. 


1 bring 11 home, if only on one cylinder.” 
“Nothing,” boasted 199, “ever happens to us. Me are reliable.” 
Vulgar noises greeted this. 
“How rude!” said 199. 
“You asked for it,” growled 7101. “Now shut up!” 
Next day, Henry was rolling home, tenderfirst. “Pm a failed engine”,” he 


moaned. “Lost my regulator — Driver says 1's jammed wide open, and he 


can't mend it till Pm cool.” 

“However,” he went on, 
“ye got steam, and Driver can 
use my reverser; but it would 
happen after Duck fooled me 
with those tenders. Now they'll 
laugh at me again.” 

He reached a signal box and 
stopped, whisding for a “road”. 

Opposite the box, on the 


“up” line, stood diesel 199 with 


a train of oil-tankers. 


DES 
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“Worse and worse” 
thought Henry. “Now “Old 
Rehable” will laugh at mc, too,” 

l'he Signalman came out. 
“For pity's sake take this 
Spamcan away. It's failed. The 
"Limited? is behind, and all he 
does is wail for his Fitter.” 


“Spamcan!” fumed 199. 
+ lr 


“Stow it!” snapped the 
Signalman, “or Pl! take my tin-opener to you. Now then!” 

199 subsided at this dreadful threat, and Henry pulled the train out of the 
way. The diesel didnt help. He just sulked. 


l'he “Limited” rushed by with a growl and a roar. Henry gave a chuckle. 
Look, Spamcan,” he said. “There's your little pal.” 


The diesel said nothing. He 
hoped 7101 hadn't noticed. 

7101 hadn't notced. He had 
troubles of his own. He was cross 
with his coaches. They seemed to 
be getting heavier. He roared at 
them, but it did no good. 

Engines have a pump called 
an ejector which draws air out 
of the train's brake pipes to 
keep the brakes “of”. If it fails, 
at first, then harder and harder. 
710Us ejector had failed. The brakes were already “Icaking on” while he 
passed Henry. He strugeled on for half a mile before being brought toa 
stand, growling furiously, unable to move a wheel. | | 

“Well! Well! Well! Did you hear what Signalman said?” 


“I thought they'd be laughing at me!” chuckled Henry. “Now, the joke's 
on them!” 


air leaks in and the brakes come “on”, gently 


— 353— 


207 Diormas ComMPLETEConcnion 4900 uña a 


“Moving two “dead' diescls 
and their trains?” said his 
Driver thoughtfully. “That's no 
joke for a “failed engine. D'you 
think you can do it?” 

“Pll have a good try,” said 
Henry with spirit. “Anyway, 
7101's better than old 
Spamcan. He did try and shut 


him up last night. 
“Come on, then,” said his 


Driver. “We mustn keep the passengers waiting,” 

"GET MOV - ING YOU" Henn pufled the sulky diesel into motion, 
and started to the rescue. 

Henry gendy bullered up to 
the Express. While the two 
Drivers talked, his Fireman 
jomed his front brake-pipe to 
the coaches. 

“It's better than we thought, 
Henry,” said his Driver. “The 
diesel can pull if we keep the 
brakes “of”. So the only weight 


we'll have is Spamcan's goods.” 

“Whoosh!” said Henry. “That's a mercy.” He was, by now, feeling rather 
pufled. 

“Poop poop poopoop! Are you ready?” tooted 7101. 

“Peep peep peccep! Yes lam!” whisded Henry. 

So. with 7101 growling in front, and Henry gamely puffing in the middle, 
the long cavalcade set out for the next Big Station. 

Donald and Flving Scotsman were waiting. They cheered as Henry 
pufled past. 

He braked the coaches thankfully; Spamcan and the tankers trailed far 


behind. 
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The passengers buzzed out 
like angry bees; but the Fat 
Controller told them about 
Henry, so they lorgot to be cross 
and thanked Henry instead. 
They called him an 
Enterprising Engine, and took 
his photograph. 

They were thrilled too, 
when Flying Scotsman backed 
down on their train. If the úl ham 
Guard hadn'*t tactfully “shooed” them to their coaches the train 
started later than ever. : ” re 

Donald took the “goods”. “Return 199 to the Other Railway,” ordered 
the Fat Controller. “1 will write my views later.” 

Henry and 7101 went away together. 


“I'm sorry about last night,” 
ventured the diesel. A 

“That's all right. You did 
shut “Old Reliable* up.” 

“And,” said the diesel 
ruefully, “made a fool of myself 
today too.” 

“Rubbish! A failed ejector 
might happen to anyone. Pd 
lost my regulator.” : 

“You! Failed?” exclaimed 
the diesel. “And yet . . .” His voice trailed away in admiration. en: 

“Well!” said Henry. “Emergency, you know. Trains must get through. 

7101 said no more. He had a lot to think about. 
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Escape 


Di IG o 9 s . . . 
H JUGLAS had taken the “Midnight Goods” to a station on the Other Railway. 
cow 


as shunting ready for his return journey, when he heard a faint 
“Hisssssssssssss”. 

“That sounds like an 
engine,” he thought. 

The “Hisssss” came again. 
This time, it sounded almost 
despairing. “Who's there?” he 
asked. 

A whisper came. “Are you 
a Fat Controller's engine?” 

“Aye, and proud of it.” 


“Thank goodness! P'm 
Oliver. We're escaping to your railway, but we've run out of coal, and Pve no 
more steam.” 

“Is it from scrap ye re escaping?” 

“YES” 

“Then its glad Pll be to 
help ye; but we maun wurrk 
last.” 

Both crews joined in. They 
took off” Oliver's side-rods, 
wrote out transit labels, and 
chalked SCRAP everywhere 
they could. Douglas marshalled 
Oliver in front of his train. “No 


time to turrn round,” he 
panted, “1 maun run tender furrst.” 

“Yoohoo! Yoohoo!” yelled a passing diesel. “A steamer's escaping! 
Yoohoo!” 

Douglas pufled firmly on. “Take no notice,” he counselled; but they were 
stopped before they could clear the station throat. 
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The Foreman? 
E yreman's lamp shone 
E ver, “Aha!” he exclaimed. 
A Western' engine!” His light 
fhickered further back. “A 
Western auto-coach, and 
goods-brake too! You can't take 
these.” 
| Can we no!” said Douglas” 
e SS «rr al , 
Driver, “1 hey're all fer uz. See 
ler yeself.” 
| á l . : . o , . 
| Douglas' Guard showed him the labels and papers. Oliver's € 
in the coach, hardly dared to breathe. ás 
“Gana 7 . ] po its 2 
Seems in order,” said the Foreman grudgingly, but it's que S 
“o . . ds 
Sure, and it is,” began the Guard, “but 1 could tell you queerer . . . 


“So could 1!” interrupted the Foreman. “Right away, Guard. 
“A near thing,” pufled 


Douglas with relief. 

“We've had worse,” smiled 
Oliver. “We ran at night. 
Friendly Signalmen would pass 
us from box to box when no 
trains were about. We got on 
well till Control heard about a 
“mystery train”. Then, they tried 
to hunt us down.” 

“What did you do?” 

“A Signalman let us hide on an old quarry branch. Driver, Fireman and 
Guard blocked the cutting with rubbish, and levered one of the approach rails 
away. We stayed there for days, with diesels baying and growling like hounds 
outside. I was very frightened then.” 

“Small blame to you,” said Douglas fcelingly. 


o A , ] : 
Presently they rumbled over the bridge and on to the Fat Controller's 
tallway. : 


rew, hiding 


“Wa ra vT 
We're home! They can't catch ye noo.” 
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“Tell Isabel and Toad 
please.” 

Douglas called out the 
news, and heard a joyful 
“Tingalingaling! 
Tingalingaling!” He was 
surprised. 

Oliver chuckled. “That's 
Isabel,” he said. “There is a bell 
on her you sec. She's clever. 
When we go out together, 1 pull 
one way, and push the other. When I pull, T can see ahead. When 1 push, 1 


can't; so Isabel keeps a good look-out, and rings her bell to talk to me.” 

“Ye dinna say!” Douglas was impressed. 

“Aboot this Toad,” he continued. “Is he...” 

“Haud yer wheesht,” said his Driver. “Yon's he Wurrks. We maun slip in 
unbeknownst, and find a place for Oliver.” 

Douglas tried hard to be quiet, but the Night Foreman heard them, and 
had to be told their secret. “I 
know just the place,” he said, 
and showed them an empty 


siding nicely hidden away. MONO za 
Oliver said “Goodbye” and 
“Thank you”, and Douglas 
pulled away. “Yon's an 
enterprising engine,” he 
thought. “] won away here with 


Donald; but Pd've been feared 


to do it on my own. 
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Litilo Western 


DOUGLAS arrived back in time 
to sec Flying Scotsman take his 
Enthusiasts home. 

The Fat Controller said 
they had all been honoured, 
and thanked Flying Scotsman 
and his Owner for their help. 
“Please tell everyone,” he went 
on, “that whatever happens 
elsewhere, Steam will still be at 
work here. We shall be glad to 
welcome all who want to see, and travel behind, real engines.” 

This announcement was greeted with cheers, and Flying Scotsman 
departed to the strains of “Will ye no come back again?” led, as one might 
expect, by Donald and Douglas. : 

At last Douglas could tell his news. They were all excited about it, and 
agrced that something must be done for Oliver. 


“I'm feared,” said Donald, 
“Some murdering diesel may 
creep in, and him there alone, 
lacking steam even to whistle 
for help.” 

“You're right,” said James. 
“He won't be safe till the Fat 
Controller knows.” 

“Douglas should tell him at 
once,” said Gordon firmly. 


“Is it me speak to the Fat 
Controller? I's forward he'd think me, and maybe interfering,” 
“Well, here he is!” said a cheerful voice. “Now, what's this all about?” 
Duck broke the awkward silence. “Beg pardon, Sir, but we do need 
another engine.” 
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“l agree, Duck. That is why Pam giving 7101 another chance.” Their 
haces showed such dismav that the Fa Controller had difficulty with his own! 

“Sir.” ventured Gordon at 
last. “We had hoped for a real 
engine,” 

“They” said the Fat 
Controller gravely, “are rare, 
and unless one escapes, there's 
litde hope... 

“But, Sirr,” burst out 
Donald, “one has...” 

. and, thanks to 
Douglas, is now at our Works,” 


announced the Fat Controller. 

“Sirr,” gasped Douglas, “Is there anything ye don't know?” 

“More than you think,” he laughed. “Oliver's crew told me all you did, 
Douglas...” 

*Och. Sirr! Ye couldna' see 
a braw wee engine, and him in 
trouble, and no do a wheel's 
mmnias” 

“More than *a wheel's turn”, 
I fancy. Douglas, 'm pleased 
with vou. Oliver, Isabel, and 
Toad will soon be ours. Oliver 
and Isabel are just what we 
need for Duck's Branch Line...” 

Loud cheers greeted this announcement. 


and Toad wants to be your brake van, Douglas.” 
“Thank you, Sirr. 'd hoped for that. He and P'll do brawly together.” 
That, of course, made everything right. Henry spoke a good word for 
7101. and the others gave him a welcome. 
He had good manners for a start, so Henry didn't find it hard to teach 
him our ways. 7101 finds them diflerent from those of the Other Railway, but 


360 — 


e ENTERPRISINO ENGINES 1008 5000 O 


much more interesting, He is 


a useful engine, 
They teased him at first 
because of his growls. They said 

he was like a bear. He still 


now quite 


growls, not because he is CTOSS, 
but because he cant help it. 
His name, “Bear”, has stuck. 
He likes it. 

“T's nicer than justa 

number,” he says. “Having a 
ame means that you really belong,” 
4 The Fat ona: ea had Oliver, Isabel, and Toad mended is 
painted in full Great Western colours. Then, he rescued three dea AE 
“Western” auto-coaches. 1wo, 
Alice and Mirabel, he gave to 
Duck. The third, Dulcie, joined 
Oliver and Isabel. 

Duck and Oliver are happy 
on their Branch Line. It runs 
along the coast to the Small 
Railway. “We re-open Branches,” 
they boast. 

They are very proud of this 
indeed. o 
The others laughed at first, and called their Branch “The Little Western”. 


, : ; inks of calling it 
Duck and Oliver were delighted, and now, no one ever thinks g 
anything else. 
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Oliver (he Western Engine 


PHE REV. W. AWDRY 


with illustrations by 


GUNVOR K£ PETER EDWARDS 


DEAR M., 

We both wanted to call this book Little Western Engines; 
but Publishers are stern men. They did not approve. 

They, of course, don't know the trouble we've had with 
Oliver. We hope he has learnt sense, but goodness knows what 
will happen when he finds he has a book all to himself. .... 

Il know! If Oliver gets uppish, we'll set Messrs. Kaye « 
Ward on to him. That'll teach him! 


like to know hal “Olivers” and “Ducks” sl work on Uw Dar: Valley Radwa, 


Desonibure. al “Seal Radocay Lagunes” are as Ravenglass m Cunbreland 
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Donald's Duck 


IO 
aC ' ' 
ontroller has re-opened a Branch Line, It runs along the coast by 
sandy he 


“1 y e , . . “s ,. , - 
hes and seaside towns till itmeets the Small Railway at a porto 


which big ships come. 
As Duck had made friends with 


he Small Railway Engines, the Fat 
Controller asked him to take charge. 
“Your work in the Yard has been 
good,” he said kindly. “Would you 
like to have this Branch Line for your 
own?” 

“Yes, please, Sir,” said Duck. 

“Very well,” said the Fat 
Controller. “I hope you will work 


hard, and be a credit to me.” 

Duck is very proud of his Branch 
Line, and he works very hard. His 
two coaches, Alice and Mirabel, are 
painted in Great Western colours. 
They take passengers to the Small 
Railway. 

Duck also has some trucks in 
which he hauls away the ballast that 
the Small Engines bring down from 
their valley. The Fat Controller uses 


this ballast for his railway. 

Duck cannot do all the work himself, so Donald and Douglas take turns 
to help him. The Fat Controller has built them a shed at the station by the 
Small Railway. 

Duck felt his responsibility deeply. He talked endlessly about it. 

“You don't understand, Donald, how much the Fat Controller relies on me. 


“Och aye,” muttered Donald sleepily. 


> 


“Pm Great Western and..." 
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“Quack, Gquack, quack.” 

“What” 

“Ye heard. Quack, quack ye go, 
syne ye'd an egg laid. Now whceesht, 
and let an engine sleep.” 

“Quack yourself” said Duck 
indignantly. He stayed awake 
wondering how to pay Donald out. 
At last he said to himself sleepily, “PI! 
ask Driver in the morning,” 

“He says I quack as if Pd laid an 
egg. Let's pay him out.” 


“Quack, do you?” His Fireman 
pondered. *I know,” he said, and 
whispered. 

Duck gigeled, and his Driver 
slapped his leg in delight. “Just right.” 
he said. He dearly loved a joke. 

That night, when Donald was 
asleep, they popped something into 
his water tank. “We've done it!” they 
whispered to Duck. 

“They won't hurt her, will they?” 


asked Duck anxiously. 
“Bless you, no. They're both kind men. She'll come to no harm. 


A duckling popped out of Donald's tank at the first water-stop. Both 
Driver and Fireman gogeled with 


surprise, but Donald laughed. 

“Na doot at a* who's behind 
this,” he said, and told them what 
had happened in the Shed. 

The duckling was tame. She shared 
the Driver's and Fireman's sandwiches, 
and rode in the tender, quacking at 


mt da OS enjoved tcasing Donald about her. 
, r, she hopped ol ata station, and. as they couldnt wait 
to catch her — there she stayed. 

But before they reached home, Donald, and his Driver and Fireman, 
consulted together, and made a plan. 

That night, Donald's Driver and 
Fireman got busy. 

When Duck's crew arrived to 
look him over in the morning, they 
found something which made them 
laugh till they cried. 

“Look. Duck!” they said. “Look 
what was under your bunker — a 
nest-box with an egg in it” 

Duck peered at 1 unbelievingly. 

Donald opened a slecpy eye. “Ye dinna say!” he exclaimed. “D'ye mind 
what E said. Duck? Ye must ha” laid it this night, all unbeknownst” 

Then Duck laughed too. “You win, Donald,” he said. “I'd take a clever 
engine to get the better of you!” 

The duckling seted at the station, and became a pet with passengers 


and stalfl. 

She carefully inspects all parcels and luggage, and sees that the porters 
stow them properly in the vans. 

When she wants a swim, she flies to a nearby pond, but alway 
welcome the trains. She stands by the cab, quacking imperiously, till Driver or 


Fireman gives her something to cat. 


s returns to 


Donald is her favourite, and she 
sometimes allows him to give her 
rides. but always gets off at her own 
station. 

The Stationmaster calls her Dilly, 
but to everyone else, she is always 


Donald's Duck. 
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Resourco and Sagacity 


Óun UR is a Great Western tank 
engine. The Other Railway wanted 
lo scr ' 


2p him, so he ran 


his faithíul coach, came too, and so 
did load. a brake van. 


At the last Moment they were 
nearly caught, but Douglas saved 
them. The Fat Controller was 
pleased, and said that when Oliver 
was mended he could help Duck 
with his Branch Line. 


“We'll give you Great Western colours, like Duck,” he said kindly. That 
will help you to [orget your troubles.” 


“Oh, thank you, Sir,” 


away. Isabel. 


said Oliver happily. 


Duck's Branch starts from the 
Big Station. When Oliver started 
work, he often met other engines 
there. They all wanted to know 
about his adventures. 

“Amazing!” Henry would 
remark. 

“Oliver,” said James, “has 
resource ...” 


=.. and sagacity” put in 
Gordon. “He is an example to us all.” 
destly. But he was only a tank engine 


ad ever said admiring things to him before. Pm Sorry 
to say that it made him pufled up in the smokebox. 

The Fat Controller rescued another coach, called Dulcie. She trundled 
along with Isabel. 


“Yowre too kind.” giggled Oliver mo 
after all. No big engine h 


Oliver sang “Oh, Isabel's a funny coach and so is Dulcie too. 1f 1 didn't 
look after them, they'd not know what to do!” 
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“Just listen to him. Just disten to 
him.” twittered Dulcie. 

“He's proud, he's conceited; he's 
heading for trouble,” Isabel sadly 
replied, “I feel itin my frames,” she 
shricked as they rounded a curve. 

Oliver just laughed. “Henry says 
'm amazing. He's right. What do | 
care for trouble. I just push it aside.” 

All trucks are badly behaved, but 
ballast trucks are worst of all. 
Donald, Douglas, and Duck warned Oliver about this. 

“You think E cant manage,” he 


said hufhily. “Gordon knows better. 
He says Um sagacious.” 

"You may be 'gooderacious”, 
AS 

“Say no morc, Duck. I's mebbe 
a peety, but the wee engine! juist ha 
ta learrn.” 

Today, Oliver took the trucks hy 
himself for the firsttime. 


He pulled the loaded ones to a 


siding and pushed “empties” to the 
Chute. Then he came back full of 
confidence to take the loaded 
wagons away. 
IA AAA TA IA VA VA 
AO ANCONS CA? Vhe loaded trucks were 
comfortable, and didn'twant to move. 
They had just realised, too, that they 
had a different engine. “Duck, we 
know,” they grumbled, “and Donald, 
and Douglas. What right has Oliver 
to poke his funnel in here?” 


, 1) 
M0 
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“Look sharp!” pulled Oliver “Smartly there!” 


| hat s not the Way to speak! Pay him out!” The trucks moved off easily, 
and Oliver thought he had them in control 

“Trucks e 
them on the 
underst 


he told himself proudly, “daren't play tricks on ME: 1 arrange 
middle road, and start away as soon as Duck arrives. I can' 
crstand why he says they 
| hey reached the 
Oliver's br 
But brakes 
Ubrakes were useless against loaded 
E ucks. They pushed forward 
YCling, “ON! ON! ON»” 
Olive 
lorced hir 


re so troublesome.” 
station throat. 
akes came on with a groan. 


SUrgIng tr 


r fought hard, but still they 

"1 On, and on, and on. 

| l heir effort slackened at last. “Pm 

Winning,” he gasped. “If only .. > 
ut it was too late. One moment 


his rear w 
tCar wheels were on the rails; the 
Next, they h 


deluge of b 


ad none, and he was bunker down in the turntable well, with a 
allast all round him. 


| When Duck arrived, he was stopped outside the station, and flagged to 
Ue platform. 


' He Surveyed the wreckage. “Hullo Oliver!” he remarked. “Are you being a 
gooder 


acious” engine? Beg pardon, of course, but we don't really like that sort 


of surprise. Donald and Douglas will 


miss their turntable. 


a A 0 Later that day, Donald and 
a ñ Douglas spoke pungently in Scots, 
TS y A and the Fat Controller spoke 


e pointedly in English. All threc left 

É Oliver in no doubt at all, that so far 
from being sagacious, he was a very 
silly engine. 
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Toad Stands by 


, 


WHEN Oliver came home again, the trucks sang rude songs. They were led by 


Scrulley, a “Private Owner” wagon. 


“Oliver's no use at all; thinks he's 
very clever. 

Says that he can manage us, thats 
the best joke ever! 

When he orders us about, with the 
greatest folly, 

We just push him down the well. 
Pop - goes old Ollic!” 

The engines bumped them. 
“Shut up!” they ordered. But 
they couldn't be everywhere; 


and everywhere they weren't, the trucks began again. 

At last they gave itup. “We're sorry, Oliver,” they said. 

“It's really my fault,” he answered sadly. 

“I'm worried, Mr Douglas,” 
said Toad next morning. “This 
nasty spirit of disrespect for 
engines. Where's it going to end?” 

“Dear knaws,” said Douglas 
gloomily. 

“It must be stopped before 1 
gets worse. | believe Mr Oliver 
can do it.” 

“Mebbe so, but how?” 

“Pve a plan, Mr Douglas. 
May 1 stay here today and help him? We are both Great Western and must 
stand together. Would you ask him, before you go, to favour me with a word?” 

“TI take ye to him; but he's ower sma' for the wurrk ye ha in mind.” 
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| E - No, Duck, Toad's 
right. This trouble's my fault 
and Í must put it right.” 

“I meant no disrespect, you 
understand.” 

“Of course not, Toad. 
Anyway, Driver says the same, 
and he's arranged it with 
Stationmaster.” 

“Very well, Oliver; but 1 
must hurry. My passengers'l be 


waiting. Don't forget Stepney's tip about sand. Lay it on the rails as you back 
down, and roll it firm with your wheels. You get a splendid grip that way. 


a Mick! We three'll be there to cheer you on while you give those trucks a 
esson.” 


nSo long!” smiled Oliver bravely; but he felt dreadfully nervous inside. 
a he expect, Mr Oliver, you'll want me on the middle road as a stop-block, 
ike. 


“Er — Yes, please.” 


Oliver marshalled the worst trucks two by two in front of Toad. 


“This way, Mr Oliver, takes 
longer, but they can't give 
0 trouble, and if you leave that 
Scruffey till last, you”ll have him 
behind you. Then you can 
bump him if he starts his 
nonsense.” 

Duck arrived to find them 
ready and waiting, 

“Three cheers for Oliver 
: and Toad!” he called. Alice and 
Mirabel responded with a will, and so, wonderingly, did the passengers. 

“Hold back!” whispered Scruffey. The trucks giggled as they passed the 


word. 
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Oliver dug his wheels into 
the sand, and gave a mighty 
heave. 
“Qoer!” groaned ScrufTey. 
His couplings tightencd. He was 
stretched between Oliver and 
the trucks. “I don't like this!” 

“Go it!” yelled Duck. “Well 
done, Boy, WELL DONE!” 

“OW!OW'” wailed 


Scruffey. but no-one bothered 


about him. “OW! OOOOOW! F'm coming apaaaaaart!” 

There came a rending, splitting crash. 

Oliver shot forward suddenly. Scrufley's front end bumped behind his 
bunker, while Scruffey's load spread itself over the track. 

“Well, Oliver, so you don't know your own strength! Is that 11? 

“N-n-no, Sir,” said Oliver 
nervously. 

The Fat Controller 
inspected the remains. 

“As Ithought.” he 
remarked. “Rotten wood, rusty 
frames — unserviceable before it 
came.” He winked at Oliver, 
and whispered, “Don't tell the 
trucks that — bad for discipline" 


He strode away, chuckling. 
Nowadays. Oliver only takes trucks when the other engines are busy; but 


they always behave well. “Take care with Mr Oliver,” they warn each other. 


“He's strong he is. You play tricks on him, and he 1) likely pull you in half.” 
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Bulgy 


Ir was Bank Holiday morning. The Small Railway Engines were working 
hard. Their station was crowded. No sooner had one train started than 
another was filled with people 
waiting to go. 

Duck, Oliver, Donald and 
Douglas were busy too; but they 
had not brought everybody. The 
Yard was full of parked cars 
and coaches. 

Duck was waiting for his 
next turn. Alice and Mirabel 
complained of the heat, so he 
backed them into the Goods 
Shed while he basked outside in the sun. 

Near him stood a huge red bus. He had never seen it before. 

The bus watched the passengers happily “milling” round the Small Railway. 

“Stupid nonsense!” he 
grumbled. “Wouldn't have 
brought "em if Pd known. Pd 
have had a breakdown or 
something.” 

“Pm glad you didn't,” 
smiled Duck. “You'd have spoilt 
their fun. Look how they're 
enjoying themselves!” 

“Pah!” snorted the bus. 
e. “Enjoyment's all you engines 
live for, taking the petrol from the tanks of us workers. Come the Revolution,” 
he went on fiercely, “railways'Il be ripped up. Cars "nd coaches ”ll trample 
their remains.” 


“Free the roads,” he growled. “Free the roads from Railway Tyranny” 
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At the passing station Duck told Oliver about the bus. “I call him 
'Bulgy',” he chuckled, “He's painted bright red and shouts Down with 
railways'.” 

But next time they met, 
Oliver didn't laugh. E 

“Bulgy's friend has come, 
he said. “He's red and rude t00. 
He's taking Bulgy's passengers 
home, so's to leave him free to 
steal ours.” 

“But he can't,” objected 
Duck. “Ours want to go to the 


Big Station.” 


"Bulgy bets he can get there before us.” 

“Rubbish! T's much further by road.” 

Oliver looked anxious. “Yes, but Bulgy says he knows a short cut.” 

That evening Donald, 

Oliver and Duck were 
preparing for the homeward 
rush. Duck's train was to be first 
out, but he had few passengers. 
He was soon to know why! 

“Look!” shrilled Oliver. 
“Look at Bulgy! He's a mean 
Scarlet Deceiver!” 

Bulgy had turned to leave. 
They could now see his other 
side. Ithad on it RAILWAY BUS. 

“STOP!” yelled Stafl and engines, but too late. 

“Yah! Booh! Snubs!” jeered Bulgy. He roared away. The unsuspecting 


passengers waved happily. 
“Come on!” pulled Duck. He, Alice and Mirabel trundled unhappily away. 


Alice and Mirabel chattered crossly. “The nasty old thief, he's stolen our 


people!” 
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Duck wondered how to pay Bulgy out 
Then, far ahead. a man 
clambered up the embankment 
waving a red scarí. “Danger!” 

he shouted. 

The line here crosses a 
narrow road. Duck came as 
close as he could. “So this was 
Bulgy's short cut!” He chuckled. 

Bulgy was wedged under 
the bridge. Drivers of cars 
trapped in front and behind 
were telling him what they thought. Angry passengers. cornering the 
Conductor, demanded their money back. 

From time to time loosened bricks fell making Buley velp. 

Bulgy's passengers swarmed round Duck. 

“He tricked us,” they complained. “He said he was a railway bus, but 
wouldn't accept our return tickets. He wanted us to think railways are no 
good. Please help us.” 

Duck's crew exammed the 
bridge. It's risky,” they said, 
“but we must help the 
passengers.” 


“Passengers are “Urgent',” 
agreed Duck. “Besides,” he 
chuckled, “i'll pay Bulgy out!” 

They laughed, and told the 
passengers to wait on the other 

: side of the bridge. 

“STOP!” wailed Bulgy. “It might fall on me!” 

“That,” said Duck severely, “would serve you right for telling “whoppers'.” 

Bulgy howled as he felt the bridge quiver, but it didn't collapse. Duck 
made good time to the Big Station, and all passengers caught their trains. 

The Fat Controller arranged a “shutde service” on the Branch. Passengers 
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changed trams at Bulgy's Bridge. 

Bulgy had to stay tl itwas mended, but he never learnt sense. He told 
“whoppers” till no-one could 
believe his destination boards, 
and no passengers would travel 
in him. 

He is a henhouse now, in a 
field beside the railway. 1£ he 
still tells “whoppers” they can 
do no harm. The hens never 


listen to them anyway! 
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| Duhe the Lost Engine 


hornets nested in its firebox. When mended it gave good 
service for 30 more years. 

“The Duke” was lost too; not in the jungle but in his own 
shed which a landslide had buried. Not long ago he was dug 
out and mended. His own railway had been pulled up, so he Is 
now at the Thin Controller's. 

THE AUTHOR 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 
GUNVOR £ PETER EDWARDS 
DEAR FRIENDS, 
An engine lost in the South American jungle was found 
after 30 years. A tree had grown through its chimney and 


“Duke” looks like a real engine called PRINCE. You can see PRINCE running 
on his own railway at Porumadoc in Wales. 
“Small Railway Engines” can be seen at Ravenglass in Cumberland 
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Granpuff 


ON E upon a me three little engines lived in their own litde shed on their 
own little railway. Duke was brown, Falcon blue. and Stuart green. 

Duke was the oldest. He had been the first engine on he line, and named 
alter the Duke of Sodor. He 
was proud of this and wanted 
everything “just so”. Whenever 
the others did anything they 
shouldn't, he would say, “That 
would never suit His Grace.” 

Other engines came and 
went, but Duke outlasted them 
all. Stuart and Falcon used to 
call him Granpull. 

Duke was fond of them, and 
tried to keep them in order. They were fond of him, too, as he was so wise and 
kind, but they did get tired of hearing about His Grace. Sometimes they would 


wink at each other and chant solemnly: 

“Engines come and engines go, 

Granpull “goes on" for ever!” 

“You imperunent 
scallywags,” Duke would say 
indigenandy. “Whatever are 
young engines coming to 
nowadays?” 

“Never mind, Granpull. 
We're only young once.” 

“Well, vowd better mind; 
unless you want to end up like 
NOZ. 

“Ooooh! Granpull. Whatever happened?” 

“No. 2,” said Duke, “was American, and very cocky. He rode roughly and 


often came off the rails. 1 warned him to be careful. 


ÁÚ 
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* “Listen, Bud he drawled. 
In the States we don't care a 
dime for a few spills.' 

**We do here, 1 said, “but 
he just laughed.” 

“But he didn't laugh when 
the Manager took away his 
wheels, and said he was gomg 
to make him useful at last.” 

“Why? W-W-What did 


he do?” 


“He turned him into a pumping engine. That's what. He's still there, 
behind our shed.” 

Stuart and Falcon were unusually good for several days! 

Stuart and Falcon became Useful Engines and all three were happy 
together for many years. 

But hard times came, the 
mines closed one by one, and 
the engines had little to do. 

At last, their line was closed 
and people came to buy the 
engines. 

“We'll take Stuart and 
Falcon,” they said; but no one 
wanted Duke. They thought 
him too old. 

“Cheer up, Granpuff!” called Stuart, as they went away. “We'll find a 
| nice railway, and then you can come and keep us in order!” 


They all laughed bravely, but not one of them thought it would ever 
come true. 


Duke's Driver and Fireman oiled and greased him. They sheeted him 
snugly, and said goodbye. They had to go away and find work. 

Duke was alone, locked up in the Shed. 

“Where's His Grace?” he wondered. “It's not like him to forget me.” 
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But His Grace had been 
killed in the War, and the new 
Duke, a boy, hadn't heard of his 
Litle Engine. 

“Oh, well,” said Duke to 
himself. “Pl go to slecp. ICI help 
to pass the time,” 

Years passed. Winter 
torrents washed soil from the 
hills over the Shed. Trees and 
bushes grew around. You 


wouldn't have known a shed was there, let alone a little engine asleep inside it. 
Have you guessed about 
Stuart and Falcon? Yes, yow're 
quite right. They came to the 
lhin Controller's Railway. He 
gave them nen coats and new 
names, Stuart became Peter 
Sam, and Falcon Sir Handel. 
They prefer their new names, 
That was a long time ago, 
but they never forgot Granpuff, 
and often talked about him 


when alone. 

They were excited to hear that the Duke was coming to Skarloey's and 
Rheneas' 1004 birthday; but most disappointed with the Duke who actually 
came. For he was only a man. ... 


But we must say no more, or we'l] spoil the next story. 
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Bulldog 


EVER since Skarloey and Rhencas 
had their 100th birthday, Peter Sam 
had been worried. He kept on saying 
that the real Duke never came. 

“Rubbish!” said Duncan. “Of 
course he was real!” 

“All the same” Peter Sam 
persisted, “he wasn't our Duke.” 

“Our Duke,” said Sir Handel, “is 
an engine.” 

“You're as bad as he is. All 
“engine Dukes” were scrapped. Ask Duck.” 


“Duck doesn't know everything,” Skarloey put in quietly. “Tell us about 
him, you two.” 


Here is one of the stories that Peter Sam and Sir Handel told about 
Granpuff. 

It happened when Sir Handel 
was new to the line. Now, have you 
remembered that in those days he 
was called Falcon, and painted blue? 

You have? Now we can begin. 

The Manager came to see him 
one day and said he was pleased 
with his work, so far. “Now, Falcon,” 
he went on, “you must learn the 
Mountain Road' ...” 

“Yes please, Sir,” said Falcon, excited. 


”. . . So, tomorrow you shall go “double-heading' on it with Duke. He'll 
explain everything,” 


Falcon didn't like this. He thought Duke was a fuss-pot, and a regular old 
luddy-duddy. 


Duke's train was one for holiday-makers. He called it “The Picnic”. 
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Falcon was ready when Duke arrived. Duke drew forward beside him. 
“Listen,” he said. “The 'Mountain Road' is difficult. You take the train and 
1'Il couple in front.” 

“No,” said Falcon, “Pl lead. 
How can I learn the road with you 
lumbering ahead, blocking the view?” 

“Suit yourself” said Duke 
shortly, “but never mind the view. 
Attend to the track.” 

“LOOK AT THE TRACK,” he 
pufled again, on starting, “Never 
mind the view.” 

“Fuss-pot, Fuss-pot,” puffed 
Falcon, on starting. “Fud-dy dud-dy, Fud-dy dud-dy, Fud-dy dud-dy!” 

They ratled through the first tunnel, looped round, recrossed the river 


and entered the second, climbing all the time. Their speed grew slower and 
slower, 


“Don't dawdle! Don't dawdle!” 
urged Falcon. 

“No hurry, no hurry,” puffed 
Duke stolidly. 

The tunnel was curved and pitch 
dark. Falcon felt stifled. He wanted 


to get out, 


Presently the light grew. Two 
ribbons of track appeared ahead in 


the gloom. 

“Watch the track! Watch the track!” warned Duke. 

“Fuss-pot! Fuss-pot!” scoffed Falcon. 

The tunnel mouth grew larger and larger till at last they burst into the 
sunshine. 

The line here swung sharply right. It was laid on a ledge cut in the 
hillside. Below lay the valley up which they had come. Track and buildings 
looked tny, like toys. 


—382— 


£ e - 
vo o ig DUKE THE LOST ENGINE MA A 


No one quite knows what 
happened next. 

Duke said there must have been 
something on the track and Falcon 
hadn't kept a good look-out. 

Falcon said he was dazzled, so 
how could he keep a good look-out? 

Anyway, their coaches had barely 
cleared the tunnel when Falcon 
lurched. His front wheels, derailed 
crunched over sleepers and ballast 


He ca j 
me to rest with one wheel uncomfortably near the edge. 


Duke had saved Falcon. Now he 
held on grimly with locked wheels 
and taut couplings. 

“Young idiot!” he hissed. “Stop 
it! I can't hold you if you shake.” 

Falcon tried hard to stop 
shuddering. 

Quickly, Duke's Driver and 
Fireman chocked his wheels, and 
strengthened the coupling between 
the two engines. 

Thank you!” said Duke. “Now P'Il manage.” 
With Duke secure, the two crews, helped by a Platelayer, propped up 


Falcon's fr 
. n's front end. They were looking forward to a rest when Duke began 
wheeshing” in an alarming way. 


His Fireman ran to his cab. 


“Watan!» . UA) 1 
Water!” he cried. “We want water, quickly.” 


Ñh , E E E >: ¡ 1 
he Platelayer's cottage stood nearby. He explained to his wife, and the 


assengers ed ¡ ing y 
| ngers borrowed jugs, buckets, kettles, saucepans — anything in fact which 
would hold water. 


They formed a chain from the well to the engine, and passed them from 
hand to hand. | 
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The Fireman, meanwhle, 
reduced his fire, and anxiously 
watched the gaugoe. 

Itwas hotand tiring work, for 
Duke needed many gallons; but at 
lastihe Fireman shouted cheerfully, 
“We're winning! Don't weaken! 
And thev all setto work again with 
a will. 

They cheered again when the 
Breakdown Gang arrived. They 


showed other passengers how to help them lever Falcon back to the rails. 


lhe Manager was atthe Top Station. He said he was sorry about the 
accident, and thanked the passengers for their help. 

“Not at all” they said. “We admired the way you put things right, and 
enjoved the adventure.” 

“Vhev thanked Duke and his 
crew for preventng a nast 
accident” 

“Your Duke,” they said, “is a 
hero. He stood firm like a bulldog, 
and just acouldn't let go.” 

Falcon said. “Thank vou” 100. 

“I don't know why vou bothered 
after Pd been so rude.” 

“Oh, well!" replied Duke. “You'd 
just had a new coat of paint. Itwould have been a pity if you'd rolled down 


the mountain and spoiltit. That would never have suited His Grace. 
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You Cant Win! 


DUKeE's “Pp; ó a y) 
ICNIC” was a train for 
lt was his special 


train. Many people 


summer visitors 


came year after 

ycar, Just to see him 
H >. IA ] E 

| e always pulled it even ¡f he 

felt poorly. 


“T mustnt di 
el nt disa 
[riends, a 


> 
E he would say. “That would 
never sult His Grace.” 
: ds MOFNiNg run gave no 
rou is pa 
Ale. He took his passengers up 


the line, and stopped an 
wanted. He 


; ywhere they 
“Peep, bn ps ESA knew all the best places for picnics. 
late when 1 pa E h . whistled as they waved goodbye. “Please don't be 
Oñe Da a . We might miss the boat, and that would never do.” 
Do e t poorly at the end of his first “Picnic” journey. He had 
a aa > e was glad of a rest before starting back. His Driver and 
“Hullo. Gra ÓN cleaning his tubes, when Stuart bustled in. 
“Nothin E ! Are you short of puff?” 
“Tell e he sort. Routine maintenance.” 
have to 1 pi Granpuff. You're getting old. You need to take care. We'll 
“Humo! Y .0 order, or one day you'll break down.” 
TO said Duke. “That'Il be the day! You keep me in order. 
He pufled away, hooshing crossly from his draincocks. 
Duke couldn't stay cross for long. 
It was a lovely evening, All the picnic 
parties were ready. The coaches ran 
well, and they lost no time anywhere. 
“Couldn't be better! Couldn't be 
better!” he chuntered happily. 
They began to climb. The work 
was harder, but Duke didn't mind. 
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É pra ol steam,” he panted, “We'll be up in a couple of pulls.” 

e needed more brian that though. His pulls changed to wheezes. “Tús 
not so casy! l'ús not so casy! My old 
valves ¿o0uld start blowing' now: but 
ll manage. Fl manage!” 

But the leaks became worse, and 
soon he was “Hoooochroooochshing” 
hoarsely with escaping steam. 

Duke's Driver examined him 
carefully at the next station while the 
Guard went to telephone. Anxious 


passengers gathered round. 
“Two engines are coming,” the 


Guard reported. “With luck we'll be 
away in 15 minutes, You'll easily 
catch your boat.” 

Falcon buflered up in front. “Poor 
old Granpufl,* he hooshed importandy. 
“What a shame you've broken down!” 

“Peep, peep, pip, peep! This is 
the Day!” whisded Stuart checkaly. 
He was coupled on behind. 


“Peep, pip, pecp? Are you 


ready?” whistded Falcon, 

“Peep, peep, pecp! Yes Lam!” replied Stuart, and away they went. 

Falcon had left his train at the Middle Station. Arrived there, the 
calvacade split up. Falcon went down 
to the port with Duke's “Picnic”, 
while Stuart headed Falcon's train 
with Duke coupled behind. 

Stuart was excited. “Fancy me 
rescuing Granpuff! This is the Day! 
This is the Day! This is the Day!” he 
chortled gleefully. 
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“Poor Granpuff” he thought. “He's much too old. We'll have to keep hi E 
order now. Kindly but firmly; that's it, We'll allow him to have runs sometimes, Á 
but Falcon and PJ] do the real work. GrampufT ll be cross, but we can't help that. 
| “Poor old engine! Poor old engine!” he puffed kindly. 
| Duke w: cans crippled, His valves sounded worse than the) 
Kept his train, but his Driver said, “No. Our passengers 
will only be worried.” 

Duke agrecd. He didn't Móra to 
spoil their day. He listened to Stuart 
chortling, and smiled. He and his 
Driver had their own joke ready. 

At first, they used just enough 
steam to keep moving; but the last 
half-mile was uphill. 

“Now!” said his Driver. He 
advanced the regulator, and Duke 
responded with a will. He pulled N 
roared as though the whole train's weight was on his buffers. People heard the 
noise from far away. T hey ran to see 
what was happening. 

At the Works Station Duke 
uncoupled and went along the loop to 
the water-tank. 

A boy on the platform asked, 
“Why were there two engines on this 
train, Daddy? It's most unusual.” 

“It is,” said his father, “but today 
was different. Stuart broke down, you 
see, and they had to call Duke out to 
help him. Duke had a hard job, too, by the sound of it.” | a 

“Well, for crying out loud!” exclaimed Stuart. He vanished in a clou 
of steam. 


: ; 5 “It's no good 
Duke wheezed alongside. “Poor old engine!” he chuckled. “It's no good, 
Stuart; you cant win!” 


S by no m 


werc. He could have 
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Slooping Beauty 


DUKE story soon spread, The engines told Mr Hugh; Mr Hugh told the 
lhin Controller; the Phin Controller told he Owner; ic Owner told His 
Grace; His Grace told the Small 
Controller; the Small Controller told 
the Thin Clergyman, and the Thin 
Clergyman told the Fat onc. 

That is why, one morning, the 
two clergymen and the Small 
Controller were looking at maps. 

“Qur railway,” said the Small 
Controller, “is laid on the bed of the 
old one, but swings round to end at 
the road south of that village. The 


old line kept straight on. It went north of the village and then to the 
mountains. The maps show the “Works” at the Old Station. If Duke is 
anywhere, he's there.” 

“Are you writing another book, 
Sir?” 

“Yes,” said the Thin Clergyman, 
“but not about you!” He smiled at 
their downcast faces. “Cheer up!” he 
wenton. “T's about a nice old 
engine who is lost; but, 1f you're 
good, the artist might put you in the 
pictures.” 

“Oooooh! Thank you, Sir.” 

So the clergyman told them about Duke, and Falcon, and Stuart. “50, 
you see,” he continued, “poor Duke was left alone .. .” 

Three Small Engines sighed sympathetcally. 

and we want to find him, and mend him, and make him happy 
again. Your Controller wants to help, but he can't if you're naughty.” 


Three Small Engines promised to be as good as gold! 
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Eh three men spent days and days at the Old Station. 
rey € 


AMC Up every morning on Bert's train. He always whisded “Good 
luck!” as they walked up the track, 
ad nothing in the evening 
except scratches and torn clothes, 
They wouldn't give up, though. 
“Duke's there, somewhere, 


but they h 


" they said. 
The Fat Clergyman found him 
in the end. Scrambling over a 
hillock, he trod on something which 
wasn't there, crashed through a hole 
and landed, legs astride, on Duke's 
saddletank. 

“Our Sleeping Beauty himself!” he shouted. 

The Thin Clergyman and the Small Controller peeped through the hole 
above. 


“Excuse me,” enquired Duke. “Are you a Vandal? Driver told me Vandals 
break in and smash things.” 

The Fat Clergyman ruefully felt his bruises. “Bless you, no!” he laughed. 
“Pm quite respectable. 1 dropped in 
because 1 couldn't find your door,” 
and he told Duke about Falcon and 
Stuart. 

“So they did remember,” said 
Duke softly; then, “Does His Grace 
approve?” 

“Yes, he's coming,” 

“To see me? How kind! And P'm 
all dirty! That will never do. Please 
clean me.” 

So they set to work, and by the time the Small Controller had fetched His 
Grace, Duke was the cleanest of anyone in the Shed. 

Early next morning Mike brought workmen and tools. They enlarged the 
Fat Clergyman's hole. lifted Duke out, and put him on a “lowloader” to take 
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him away ln road. 
“Pd be ashamed,” Duke 


protested, “to travel by road. Its 


js its undignified.” 

“I'm sorry, Duke,” said His 
Grace. “but the Small Railway has 
no suitable trucks.” 

Duke gave in then, but so many 
people came out and greeted him 
that he felcbetter. “So they still 
remember me,” he thought happily. 
a flat truck. Evervone checred when Duke was 


Donald was waiting with 
lifted onto it. and still more when he started along the Big Railway on the last 


stage of his journey to his new home. 

Peter Sam and Sir Handel were on “carly turn”. They peeped out of the 
Shed. “He's there!” they whispered, “Shsh! Shsh. Shsh"” 

Duke opened his eyes. “You woke me,” he erumbled. “In my young days 
CNLINES WTC... 

¿seen and not heard, 
Granpull. Remember?” 

“I remember,” said Duke, “two 
idle good-for-nothings called Falcon 
and Stuart...” 

“Good for you, Granpull! We're 
glad you've come. We can keep you 
im order now.” 


“Kecp men order! 


Imper tunence! Be of1” 


! he pan chufled away, well content. 
“Im udent SM 1] Y S Ñé E € dv IS S ¡ 
« vags, > "VOS > 
] y 12 murmurd d Duke , but hi old ( y A twinkled, and 


for the first time in years he smiled as he dozed in the sun. 
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with illustrauons by 


GUNVOR AND PETER EDWARDS 


DEAR FRIE«DS, 
L; Thomas has been pestering me to write about his e 
ine. “After all,” he said, “we are the importantes! part of the 
whole railway.” 
What can I write about?” l asked. efg 
Oh, lots of things — Percy's Woolly Bear, Toby $ Tightrope 
e 
“. . . your Ghost,” 1 added. 
“Dont put that silly story in, 
I will, all the same. Thomas has be 
It will serve him right! 
j THE AUTHOR 


> said Thomas crossly. 


en much too cocky lately. 


Ghost Train 


AND every year on the date of 
the accident it runs again, plunging 
into the gap, shricking like a lost soul. 

“Percy, what are you talking about: 

“The Ghost Train. Driver saw 1 
last night.” 

“Where?” asked Thomas and 
Toby together. 

“He didn't say, but 1t must have 
been on our line. He says ghost tralmns 


MS po 
run as a warning to others. Oooh! 


he went on, “itmakes my wheels wobble to dhink of it!” k 
“Pooh!” said Thomas. “You're justa silly litde engine, Percy. P'm not scared. 
“Thomas didn't believe in your 

ghost,” said Perey, next morning. 

His Driver laughed. “Neither do L 
ltwas a pretend' ghost on television.” 

Percy was disappointed, but he 
was too busy all dav with his stone 
trucks to think about ghosts, That 
evening he came back “light engine” 
from the harbour. He liked running 


at night. He coasted along without 


eflort, the rails humming cheerfull; 
under his wheels, and signal lights 
changing to green at his approach. 

He always knew just where he was, even in the dark. “Crowe's Farm 
Crossing,” he chuntered happily. “We shan't be long now.” 

Sam had forgotten hat Mr Crowe wanted a load of lime taken to 
Forty-acre field. When he remembered, it was nearly dark. He drove in a 
hurry, bumped over the crossing. and sank his carús front wheels in mud 


at the field gate. 
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Uhe horse tried hard, but 


couldn't move 1t. The carts tail sti] 


louled the rallway. 
dam gave ¡1 up. He unharnessed 
the horse, and rode b 


ack to the farm 
lor help. 


“There's still time,” he told 
himself. “The next train isn't due for 
an hour.” 


But he'd reckoned without Percy. 
Percy broke the cart to 


smithereens, and lime flew everywhere. 
They found no one at the crossing, so 
went on to the nearest signal box. 

“Hullo!” said the Signalman. | 
“What have you done to Percy? He's 
white all over!” 

Percy's Driver explained. “Pl see 
to it,” said the Signalman, “but you'd 


better clean Percy, or people will 
think he's a ghost!” 

Percy chuckled. “Do let's pretend 
Pm a ghost, and scare Thomas. 
Thatll teach him to say P'm a silly 
little engine!” 

On their way they met Toby, 
who promised to help. 

Thomas was being “oiled up” for 
his evening train, when Toby hurried 
in saying, “Percy's had an accident.” 

“Poor engine!” said Thomas. 
“Botheration! That means P'lI be late.” 


a A a « re ething 
“They ve cleared the line for you,” Toby went on, “but there's som 8 
WOrse d 
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“Qut with it, Tobw.” Thomas 

imterrupted, “1 cant wait all evening, 
Pve just seen something, 

said Toby in a shaky voice. “Ji looked 
like Percy's ghost, It s-said 1. w-was 
e-coming here tuto w - warn us.” 

“Pooh! Who cares? Don't be 
Irightened, Toby. Pl take care of you.” 

Percy approached he Shed 


quietly and glided through it. 
“Pececcp! peccececececeh! pip! pip! 
pp! Percccccrececcccccecep!” he shricked, 

As had been arranged, Toby's Driver and Fireman quickly shut the doors. 

“Let me in! Let me in!” said Percy in a spooky voice. 

“No, no!” answered Toby. “Not by the smoke of my chimney, chim chim!” 

“Pl chuf and PI pul, and Fl break your door in!” 

"Oh dear!” exclaimed Thomas. “T's getting late... Fd no idea . . . 1 
must find Annie and Clarabel ...” 

He hurried out the other way. 

Percy was none the worse for his 
adventure, He was soon cleaned; but 
Thomas never returned. Next 
morning Toby asked him where he'd 
been, 

“Ah well,” said Thomas. “1 knew 
you'd be sad about Percy, and - er 
I didn't like to — er — intrude. I slept 
in the Goods Shed, and ... Oh!” he AT 
went on hurriedly, *sorry .... cant stop... got to see a coach about a train, 


and he shot ofl like a jack rabbit. 

Percy rolled up alongside. “Well! Well! Well!” he exclaimed. “What d*you 
know about that?” 

“Anyone would think,” chuckled Toby, “that our Thomas had just seen a 


ghost!” 


394 


e ra dp TramMuar Excosrs SA DA 


Woolly Bear 


GANGERS had been cutting the line 
The Fat Controller sells the 

hay to hill-farmers who want 

winter feed for their stock. 


-side grass and “cocking' 1. 


At this time of year, when 
Percy comes back from the 
harbour, he stops where they 
have been cutting. The men 
load up his empty wagons, and 
he pulls them to Plarquhar. 
Toby then takes them to the 
hills. The farmers collect the 
hay from Toby's top station. 


When in the wagons, the hay is covered to prevent it blowing about, but 
on the line-side it is stacked in the open air to dry. 


“Wheceeccceccesh!” Percy 
gave his ghostly whisde. “Don't 
be frightened, Thomas,” he 
laughed, “it's only me!” 

“Your ugly fizz is enough to 
frighten anyone,” said Thomas 
crossly. “You're like — ” 

“Ugly indeed! Pm — ” 

*— a green caterpillar with 
red stripes,” continued Thomas 
firmly. “You crawl like one too.” 

“I don't.” 


“Who's been late every afternoon this week?” 
“lts the hay.” 


“1 can't help that,” said Thomas. “Time's time, and the Fat Controller 
relies on me to keep it. I can't if you crawl in the hay till all hours.” 
“Green caterpillar indeed!” fumed Percy. “Everyone says 'm handsome — 
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or at least nearly everyone, 
Anyway, my curves are better 
than Thomas's corners.” 

He took his trucks to the 
harbour, and spent the morning 
shunting, “Thomas says P'm 
alwavs late,” he grumbled. “Pm 
never late — or at least only a 
few minutes. What's that to 
Thomas? He can always catch 


up me further on. 

MI the same, he and his Driver decided to start home early. Itwas most 
unfortunate that, just before they did, a crate of treacle was upset over him. 
They wiped the worst off. but he was still sticky when he pufled away. 

The wind rose as they pulled along, Soon it was blowing a gale. 

“Look at that!” exclaimed his Driver. É 

The wind caught the piled hay. tossing it up and over the track. The 
gangers tried to clear it. but 
more always came. 

The line climbed here. 
“Take a run ati Percy.” his 
Driver advised: so. whistling 
warningly, Percy gathered 
speed. But the hay made the 
rails slippery. and his wheels 
wouldn't grip. Time after time 
he stalled with spinning wheels 


and had to wait dll the line 
ahead was cleared before he could start again. di 
Ñ ad cr aster paced the 
I he Signalman climbed a telegraph pole, the Stauonmaster pe 


> 


platlorm, passengers fussed, and Thomas seethe «d impatie "nú y. ce 
e rat 
“Ten minutes late! Lwarned him. Passengers"I! complain, and the E: 


Controller...” | eS 
: : ; AMAZze * passenger: 
The Sienalman shouted. the Stationmaster stood amazed, the pá g 
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exclaimed and laughed as E 
approached. 


“Sor y 
ry - Pm - late!” Percy 
panted. ; 


ercy 


ka “So I should hope,” scolded 
l'homas; but he spoilt the effe 
as Percy drew alongside “Look 
whats crawled out of de | po 
he chortled. a 


“Whats 

S Wrong?” as 
ga 

Percy. a 


“Talk a : 
worth pa et caterpillars!” puffed Thomas as he started away. “It's 

When he ave seen you!” 
mirror. y got home his Driver showed him what he looked like in a 
“Bust > 
like a eri exclaimed Percy. “No wonder they all laughed. Pm just 
] ar! Please clean me before Toby comes.” 
: But it was no good. 
Thomas told Toby all about it, 
and instead of talking about 
sensible things like playing 
ghosts, Thomas and Toby made 
jokes about “woolly bear” 
caterpillars and other creatures 
which crawl about in hay. 

They laughed a lot, but 
Percy thought they were really 
being very silly indeed. 
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Marviís 


Mavis is a diesel engine 
belonging to the Flarquhar 
Quarry Company. They bought 
her to shunt trucks in their 
sidings. 

She is black, and has six 
wheels. These, like Toby's, are 
hidden by sideplates. 

Mavis is young, and full of 
her own ideas. She is sure they 
are better than anybody else's, 


She loves re-arranging things, and put Toby's trucks in diflerent places every 
day. This made Toby cross. 


“Trucks,” he grumbled, “should be where 


want them.” 
“Fudge!” said Mavis, and flounced away. 


At last Toby lost patience. 


vou want them, when you 


“I can twaste time playing 
"Hunt the Trucks' with you,” he 
snapped. “Take “em yourself.” 

Mavis was delighted. 
Taking trucks made her feel 
Important. 

At Flarquhar she met Daisy. 
“Toby's an old fusspot,” she 
complained. 

Daisy liked Toby, but was 
elad of a diesel to talk to. “Steam engines. 


don't understand...” Ñ 
“Toby says only steam engines can manage trucks properly . . . 
] : Í '. » y 56 » > 
“What rubbish!” put in Daisy, who knew nothing about trucks. “Depend 


am engines do, we diesels can do better.” 


"she said, “have their uses, but they 


upon it, my dear, anything ste 
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Toby's line crosses the main 
road behind Flarquhar Station, 
and, for a short way, follows a 
farm lane. The rails here are 
buried in earth and ashes 
almost to their tops. In wet 
weather, animals, carts. and 
tractors make the lane muddy 
and slippery. Frost makes the 
mud rock-hard. It swells it too, 
preventing engine wheels from 
gripping the rails properly. 

Loby found this place troublesome; so, when frost came, he warncd Mavis 
and told her just what to do. 


a can manage, thank you,” she said cheekily. “Pm not an old fusspot like 
you. ? 


[he trucks were tired of being pushed around by Mavis. “Its slippery” 
they whispered. “Let's push her 
around instead.” 

“On! On! On!” they yelled, 
as Mavis reached the “Stop” 
board; but Mavis had heard 
about Percy, and took no 
chances. She brought them 
carefully down to the lane, and 
stopped at the Level Crossing, 
There. her Second Man halted 
the traffic while the Guard 
unpinned the wagon brakes. 

“One in the headlamp for fusspot Toby!” she chortled. She looked 
forward to having a good giggle about it with Daisy. 

But she never got her giggle. She was so sure she was right, that she'd 
stopped in the wrong place. 

In trosty weather Toby stops before reaching the lane, and while some of 
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his trucks are still on the slope, 
This ensures that they can' 
hold him back, and their weight 
helps him forward ull his wheels 
can grip again. 

But Mavis had given the 
trucks the chance they wanted, 
“Hold back! Hold back!” they 
eigeled. 

“Grrrrrrr Up!” ordered 
Mavis. The trucks just laughed, 


and her wheels spun helplessly. She tried backimg, but the same thing 


happened. 

They sanded the rails, and tried to dig away the frozen mud, but only 
broke the spade. 

Cars and lorries tooted impatiently. 

“Grrrrr agh!” wailed Mavis in helpless fury. 

“I warned her,” fumed Toby. “I told her just where to stop. “IT can 
manage,' she said. and called me an old fusspot.” 

“She's young vet,” soothed 
his Driver, “and...” 

“She can manage her trucks 
herself” 

“They're your trucks really,” 
his Driver pointed out. “Mavis 
isn't supposed to come down 
here. If the Fat Controller...” 

“You wouldn't tell, would 


vou?” 


“Of course not.” 
“Well hen..." 
“But” his Driver went on, “if we 
know all about it. and so shall we!” 
“Hm! Yes!” said Toby thoughtfully. 


don't help clear the line, he*ll soon 
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An angry farmer was telling 
Mavis just what she could do 
with her train! 

Toby buffered up. “Having 
trouble, Mavis? 1 am surprised!” 

“Grrrrrroosh!” said Mavis. 

With much puffing and 
wheel-slip, Toby pushed the 
trucks back. Mavis hardly 
helped at all. 

The hard work made . while his 
Toby's fire burn hiercely. He then reversed, stopping > a E AS 
Fireman spread hot cinders to melt the frozen mud. es es 
he reached the crossing. “You'll manage now, I expect. PEA 

Mavis didn't answer. She took the trucks to the sheds, and scutt 
as quickly as she could. 
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. . 
Toby's Tighitrope 
lim Manager spoke o Mavis severely. “You are a very naughty engine. You 
have no business to go jauntering down Tobv's line instead of doing your 
work up here.” 9% 


“Jós har Toby,” protested Mavis. “He's a fusspot. He...” 


“Toby has forgotten more 
about trucks than you will ever 
know. You will put the trucks 
where he wants them and 
nowhere else.” 

Dubai 

“There are no “buts”,” said 
the Manager sternly. “You will 
do as you are told — or else... 

Mavis stayed good for 


several days! 


> 


Mavis soon got tired of being good. 

“Why shouldn't 1 go on Toby's line?” she grumbled. She started making 
plans. 

At the Top Station, the 
siding arrangements were 
awkward. “To put trucks where 
Toby wanted hem Mavis had 
to go backwards and forwards 
taking a few ata time. 

“If she suggested to her 
Driver, “we used the teeniest bit 


of Toby's line, we could save all 


this bother.” 
Her Driver, unsuspicious, spoke to the Manager, who allowed them to go 


as far as the first Level Crossing, 
Mavis chuckled; but she kept it to herself! 
Frost hindered work in the Quarry, but a thaw made them busy again. 
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More trucks than ever were 
needed. Some trains were so 
long that Mavis had to go 
beyond the Level Crossing, 

This gave her ideas, and 
a chance to go further down 
the line without it seeming 
her fault. 

“Can you keep a secret?” 
she asked the trucks, 

“Yes! yes! yes!” they 
chattered. 


“Will you bump me at the Level Crossing, and tell no one l asked you?” 
The trucks were delighted, and promised. 


It was unfortunate that Toby should have arrived while Mavis was 
elsewhere, and decided to shunt them himself. 

They reached the Level 
Crossing, and Toby's brakes 
came on. This was the signal for 
the trucks. 

“On! On! On!” they yelled, 
giving him a fearful bump. His 
Driver and Fireman, taken 
unawares, were knocked over in 
the cab, and before they could 
pick themselves up, Toby was 
away, with the trucks screaming 


and yelling behind him. 


What none of them realised was that with the warmer weather melted 
snow from the mountains had turned a quiet stream into a raging torrent, and 
that the supports of the bridge they were approaching had already been 
undermined. 

Toby and his crew saw it together. The bridge vanished before their eyes, 
leaving rails like tightropes stretched across the gap. 
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Pecp Pecp Pececep!” whisted Toby, 
His Driver, still dazed, fought for control. Shut regulator — reverser hard 
over — full steam against the 
trucks. 

“Hold them, boy, hold 
them. T's up to you.” 

Nearer and nearer they 
came. Toby whistled 
despairingly. 

Though their speed was 
reduced, braking was still risky, 
but it was all or nothing now. 
The Driver braked hard. Toby 
went into a squealing slide, groaned fearfully, and stopped, still on the rails, 
but with his wheels treading the tightrope over the abyss. 

Mavis was horrified. She brought some men who anchored Toby with 
ropes while she pulled the trucks away. Then she ran to the rescue. 


“Hold on, Toby!” she 
tooted. “Pm coming.” 

Ropes were fastened 
between the two engines. Toby 
still had steam and was able to 
help, so he was soon sale on 
firm track, and saying “Thank 
you” to Mavis. 

“I'm sorry about the 
trucks.” said Mavis, “I cant 


think how you managed to stop 


them in time.” 

“Oh, well!” said Toby. “My Driver's told me about circus people who 
walk tightropes, but I just didnt fancy doing it myself!” 

The Fat Controller thanked he Manager and his men for rescuing Toby 


from his “tightrope”. 
“A very smart piece of work,” he said. “Mavis did well too, I hear.” 
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Mavis looked ashamed. “It 
was my fault about those trucks, 
Sir,” she faltered. “1 didn't know 
. « - Butif I could...” 

“Could what?” smiled the 
Fat Controller. 

“Come down the line 
sometimes, Sir. Toby says he'll 
show me how to go on.” 

“Certainly, if your Manager 
agrees. .. ar 

ñ And so it was arranged. Mavis is now a welcome en Ed to 
Shed. She is still young and still makes mistakes; but she 15 n 
ask Toby, and Toby always helps her to put things right. 


—405— 


PA o Coni Conos IO PATA 


Afterword 
BY BRIAN SIBLEY 


The Thomas (he Tank Engine Man: 
The Reverend W. Awdry 


THE man who was to create 
Thomas the Tank Engine and the 
other characters in the famous 
Railway Series was born on 
15 June 1911, the son of the 
Reverend Vere Awdry, vicar of 
Ampfield, near Romsey in 
Hampshire. He was christened 
Wilbert Vere Awdry (his first 
name combining those of his 
A father s favourite brothers, 
d SS William and Herbert) and 

inherited a passion for steam engines which had led his father to build a 
model railway layout in the vicarage garden. Wilbert's father used to take him 
on walks around the parish during which they often met and talked with local 
railwaymen:; and, long before he could read, Wilbert would sit poring over the 
pictures in his father's bound copies of. The Railway Magazine. 

A brother, George, was born when Wilbert was five and, soon afterwards, 
he Awdry family moved to Box in Wiltshire, near the Great Western 
Railway's main line from Paddington to Bristol. It was here that the seeds of 


the Railway Series were sown. 


Lying in bed as a chald lu ould hear a heavy goods train coming in and stopping at 
Box station, then the three whistles, crowing for a banker, a tank-engine, which 
would come out of his little shed to help the goods train up the gradient. There was 
no doubt in my mind that steam engines all had definile personalities. [ would hear 
them snorting up the grade and little imagination was needed to hear in the puffings 


10s of the two engines the conversation they were having with one another: 


and pantu 
13 


] cant do it! E can't do 4! 1 can't do ul Tes, you can! les, you can! Yes, you can: 
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Wilbert was educated at Dauntsey School in West Lavington, Wiltshire, 
before going to St Peter's Hall, Oxford, where he gained his BA and MA. 
Deciding to go into the ministry of the Church of England, Wilbert studied 
theology at Wyclifle Hall and, before being ordained, worked as a teacher at St 
Gcorge's School in Jerusalem. It was there that he met and became engaged to 
Margaret Emily Wale, a teacher at the English High School in Haifa. 

Returning to England, Wilbert was ordained deacon at Winchester 
Cathedral in December 1936 and became a curate at Odiham In AS 
Marrying Margaret when she returned from the Holy Land in 1938, Wilbert 
moved to West Lavington in Wiltshire, as curate to the clergyman who had 
once been his school chaplain. Problems arose in 1939, when - as war in 
Europe became an inevitability —- Wilbert declared himself a pacifist. He was 
asked to leave the parish and was on the point of giving up his work as a 
priest when the pacifist Bishop of Birmingham appointed him to a curacy at 
the parish of King's Norton. | 

1 was in Piola pao in 1940, that Wilbert and Margaret's first child, 
Christopher, was born, followed by two daughters, Veronica in 1943 and Hilary in 
1946. When Christopher was two years old he was confined to bed with measles, 
Wilbert entertained his son with a story about a little old engine who was sad. 


Why is he sad, Daddy?” 

Because he's old and hasn't been out for a long time.” 
Whats his name, Daddy?” 

Edward" 


It was the first name that came into Wilbert's head. By question Ane 
answer, he invented the Cinderella-type story of “Edward's Day Out : how the 
little engine was eventually given the chance to take out a train of his own. 

The story was told over and over again and was eventually written down 
and illustrated with simple line drawings. The adventures of Edward — along 
with two other engines, Gordon and Henry — might easily have been forgotten 
had not Margaret Awdry encouraged her husband to offer them to a publisher. 

In 1945, after being turned down by several publishers, the book was 
accepted by Edmund Ward and published as The Three Railway Engines. 
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The most famous of all Wilbert 


+ Awdry's engine characters 
appeared the following year in 
Thomas the Tank Engine. 

In 1946, Wilbert was given 
his first parish at Elsworth and 
Knapwell, near Cambridge, 
where he stayed for seven years 
before moving to Emneth, near 
Wisbech. During these years, 
AIRNI La sin adrio e abir Wilbert continued writing books 

pa med raleo edubion. or children and from James the 

. . € 4 

Red Engine 1 1948, published a new Railway Series tide each year until his last 
book, Tramiwvay Engines, in 1972. The stories featured the already established 
engines, “Thomas, Edward, Gordon and Henry, as well as introducing new 
characters in such volumes as 7oby the Tram Engine, Percy the Small Engine and 
Duck and the Diesel Engine which featured the type of disagrecable non-steam 
engine dat were increasingly taking over from traditional locomotives to the 
disgust of Wilbert Awdry and many other steam enthusiasts. 

With his brother, George, Wilbert invented a fictional setting for his stories 
situated between the British mainland and the Isle of Man and called the 
Island of Sodor. The Awdry brothers made maps and wrote a long, detailed 
history of the island, its people and railway engines which helped shape many 
of the events described in the later volumes of the series. 

Wilbert also pursued other railway interests: building ambitious model 
railway layouts in each of his vicarages, taking railway excursions at home 
and abroad with his brother or his friend the Reverend “Teddy” Boston, and 
becoming involved with the work of various railway preservation societies, 
such as the Talyllyn Railway in Wales, which was to inspire the Skarloey 
Railway on the Island of! Sodor, featured in such books as Four Little Engines 
and The Little Old Engine. 

Another preserved railway was to honour the author of the Railway 
Series when, in 1987, the Dean Forest Railway named one of its engines 
“Wilbert. By this time, however, Wilbert Awdry had long ceased to be a full- 
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time clergyman. In 1965, he had retired, or as he puts it, gone nto private 
practice”, and moved with his wife to Stroud in Gloucestershire. Sadly, 
Margaret Awdry died in 1989, the year after she and Wilbert celebrated their 
Golden Wedding Anniversary 

In addition to the Railway Series, Wilbert Awdry wrote two children's 
novels about the adventures of a little red three-wheeled car, Belinda he Beetle 
and Belinda Beats the Band, and co-edited and contributed to several adult 
books about rallways. 

In 1983, eleven years after Wilbert Awdry wrote his last Railway Series 
title, his son, Christopher, published Really Useful Engines, the first of, to date, 
lourteen books about the engines of Sodor. The book, like its successors, was 
illustrated by Clive Spong who - like Reginald Dalby and John Kenney before 
him — studied at Leicester College of Art. The following year, 1984, saw the 
premiere of Britt Allcroft's popular TV series, Thomas lhe Tank Engine and 
Fnends, narrated by Ringo Starr. 

The fiftieth anniversary of the first publication of The Three Railway 
Engines was celebrated in 1995 with an exhibition at the National Railway 
Museum in York. An InterCity 225, running on the East Coast line between 
London and Glasgow, was named the Reverend W. Awdry' and the same day 
saw the publication of a biography, The Thomas the Tank Engine Man. In 
recognition of his services to children's literarture, Wilbert Awdry was 
awarded an O.B.E. in the 1996 New Years Honours List. 

In his later years, Mr Awdry suffered from osteoporosis, but despite 
becoming increasingly bed-ridden, he managed, nevertheless, to reply to the 
voluminous correspondence he received from Thomas fans all over the world. 


After a prolonged illness, Wilbert Awdry died peacefully, aged 85, on 21 
March 1997, at his home in Stroud. 
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The Man Who Sot The Síyle: 
€. Reginald Dalby 


PUBLISHED in 1948, James the Red Engine, was Ue 
first of nine volumes of the Railway Series to be 
Illustrated by C. Reginald Dalby, who also 
re-illustrated The Three Railway Engines and made 
a few improvements to the pictures in Thomas the 
Tank Engine. 

Although Dalby's illustraions didn't entirely 
satisfy the author, and errors in detail caused all 
kinds of problems, his pictures — with their bold 
lines, lively energy and bright, gem-like colours — 
quickly caught the imagination of young readers, 
and he undoubtedly set the style for the series. 

Born in Leicester in 1904, C. Reginald Dalby (the *C.' was for Clarence, 
a name he disliked and never used) won a scholarship in 1917 to Leicester 
College of Art, after which he worked for five years as a commercial designer 
lor the firm of Victor Ward, producing a variety of packaging designs — the 
first of which was a label for a beer bottle! He also had the distinction of 
painting the very first Glacier Mints Polar Bear on the side of a delivery van 
for Fox's, a company then based in Leicester. 

With the outbreak of the Second World War, Reginald Dalby joined the 
Royal Air Force and served as an Intelligence Officer with the little-known 
MI9, where he was responsible for devising methods of “Escape and Evasion' 


( Reginald Dalby, set the style for the series 


to be used by air-crews who baled-out behind enemy lines. 

At the end of the war, Dalby was oflered an intelligence post with Earl 
Mountbatten in India, which he turned down because he wanted to get back 
to the drawing-board. But with few or no openings in commercial art, he 
eventually had to accept a job with the Blood Transfusion Service in Sheffield. 
However, within six months he was back in Leicester, once more looking for 
work as a freelance arúst. 

The publisher Edmund Ward knew Dalby's work, and when an illustrator 


was needed for the third book in the Railway Series, he was a natural choice. 
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The two men met in Leice "ster's Royal Hotel where Ward showed Dalby the 


author's "matchstick sketches” and asked him to turn them into finished 
illustrations. 


The collaboration between 
author and illustrator was not 
an easy one and Reginald Dalby 
once described the creator of 
the Railway Series as “a 
pedantic, remote man with 
whom co-operation was 
difhicul'. It is true Dalby did not 
share the author's passion for a. A Pa 
railway engines: “To Dalby,' A el 


Wilbert Awdry once remarked, “one engine was very like another. Living in 
Leicester, he could have gone to Leicester Midland or Central any day and 
seen real engines, but he preferred to sit in his studio and draw what he 
thought was a good picture.” 

Dalby certainly drew some good pictures, although his complacency about 
railway engineering resulted in a deluge of letters from puzzled readers. Problems 
came to a head in 1956 with Percy the Small Engine. Although the book contained 
some of Dalby's finest illustrations, Wilbert Awdry objected to the way in which 
the artist drew Percy who looked, as he put it, “like a green caterpillar with red 
stripes!” In response, the artist decided to end his association with the seres. 

The railway illustrations were only a small part of Dalby's work, 
occupying him for around six weeks each year. He continued with his 
commercial work as well doing his own drawings and paintings and, in 1955, 
wrote and illustrated a children's book of his own. Inspired by the ferries that 
worked at Poole Harbour in Dorset, it featured a character called Tubby the 
Tugboat and was called Tales of Flittenvick Harbour. 

A great traveller with an inquiring mind and a love of people and places, 
Reginald Dalby drove to the Costa Blanca on a six-week trip that turned into 
a three year sojourn! He later discovered and fell in love with Greece, making 
many drawings and painting of that country as well as of France and Spain. 

Reginald Dalby died at the age of 79, after a short illness, in 1983, 
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A Lighinoss of Touch: 
John T. Kenney 


EDMUND Ward's book catalogue for 1957 
announced the future publication of a new 
tie in he Railway Series, The Fat Controller's 
Engines. When it eventually appeared, the tide 
had been changed to The Eight Famous Engines, 
and instead of Reginald Dalby's familiar 
illustrations, the pictures were by John T. 
Kenney. 

The choice of John Kenney as successor 
to Dalby was a happy one: another 
Leicestershire man, he brought a freshness and 
a new liveliness to the twelfth tilde in the series with pictures that combine a 
lightness of touch with a more realistic look. 

"We got on splendidly' Wilbert Awdry has recalled. “John Kenney was as 
diflerent from Dalby as chalk from cheese. He was interested in the work and 
used to go down to his station and draw railway engines from life.” The engines 
which Kenney drew are longer, larger and less like the “toy trains' of Dalby's 
pictures, As for his human characters, they are real people: pushing barrows, 
leaning on shovels, running along station platforms; and the scenery recalls 
those airy, luminous country scenes that featured on 19505 railway posters. 

John T. Kenney — his full name was John Theodore Eardley Kenney - 
das born in 1911. Like his predecessor, he trained at Leicester College of Art 
before working for J. E. Slater, a local firm of commercial artists. 

During he Second World War, John Kenney served with the 121st Light 
AA Regiment. Although not employed as a war artist, he made dozens of 
on-the-spot drawings recording the D-Day landings of 1944 and the 


John henney at work on an equine portrar! 


triumphant sweep across Europe which followed. When the war ended, TE 
Kenney returned to Leicester and his former employers, J. E. Slater, where he 
met his future wife, Peggy. a: 

In addition to being a commercial artist, Kenney began establishing 
himself as an illustrator of books, including two children's stories of his own 
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The Grey Pony in 1954 and, the following year, The Shetland Pony - which were 
published by Edmund Ward. When, in 1957, ill-health drove Kenney to. 
relinquish his work in commercial art and become a freelance arust, il was 
Ward who commissioned him to illustrate the series of adventure stories about 


¿ iúng útles as 
“Hunter Hawk, Skyway Detective” (which included such exciting titles 
Smugglers of the Skies, Commandos 


of the Clouds and Outlaws of the 
Air) as well as the twelfth tidle in 
the Railway Series, The Erght 
Famous Engines. 

Apart from the illustrations 
to the Awdry stories, the art of 
John Kenney — if not his name 
- has been known to millions of 


children through his work for - hity lo the people as well as the engines. 
ther Leicestershire publisher, 44m A 
ano excestershire , 


Ladybird books. Kenney undertook a vast amount of research E qe ds 

authentic historical detail which he incorporated in some oa fla an 

including The Story of Nelson (with which he had endless A 008 me , 

Willtam the Conqueror, Charles Dickens, Florence Nghtingale, T d id > E 

and King Alfred the Great. Since each book contained twenty-lour pag 

colour illustrations, the work was very demanding, ilway Series, he made 
Although Kenney only illustrated six titles in the Ra 4 E Poo 

a significant contribution by creating naturalistic — less story. se ps e 6d 

and giving personality to the human characters 1n the stories. e A sa : 

first artist to draw a number of new engine characters, a ATA 

Douglas (the Scottish Twins), Daisy, Diesel and Duncan. AN 
The Railway Series demanded precise A se EE 

Kenney began having problems with his eyesight, he E 2 ES ¿de 

work, illustrating his last title, Gallant Old Engine, in 1962. Nevertheless, 


ich he had a great 
continued drawing and painting — especially horses, for whic PE 
passion. 


SN m9 in Chicago when John 
In 1972 an exhibition of his paintings was on show in Chicag J 
Kenney died, aged 61 years. 
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, A New Look: 
» 
ter and Gunvor Edwards 


WHEN John Kenney decided to give up 
illustrating the Railway Series, the books' 
editor, Eric Marriott, approached Swedish- 
born illustrator, Gunvor Edwards to see 
whether she would try her hand at some 
illustrations for the latest title, Stepney the 
“Bluebell”” Engine. Gunvor accepted the 
commission and decided to start well into the 
book with a difficult picture showing the big 
diesel standing alongside four of the engines 


The impressio 
:8 00d end Cien Else - in their shed. 
| lhe painting had to be quite small, about ten by six inches, and Gunvor 
soon realised that duplicating the sort of pictures used for the series was not 
Song to be easy. Unhappy with the project, Gunvor turned for help to her 
British artist husband. Peter Edwards, who was, as he puts it, trying to be a 
“serious” artist. Although no more able to imitate the style of the earlier 
books than his wife, Peter Edwards managed to produce a set of illustrations 


that satisfied the author and publisher. 
Although Edwards' style was more impressionistic than his predecessors, 


Wilbert liked his work because he drew from life and “obviously had an 


affection for the characters”. Published in 1963, Stepney the “Bluebell” Engine 


carried the joint credit: “with ¡llustrations by Gunvor $: Peter Edwards”, but 1t 


was almost entirely Peter's work. 
Peter Edwards was born in London in 1934 and, during the Second 


World War, was evacuated to Devon and North Wales. He was educated at 


Quintin School and, in 1950, began studying illustration at Regent Street 
Polytechnic. It was there that he met and fell in love with the Swedish artist 


Gunvor Ovden. who had come to Britain after a year of working on set 


designs for the Royal Opera in Stockholm. 
At the end of their studies, Gunvor returned to Sweden and Peter entered 


National Service. In 1956, Peter joined Gunvor in her homeland where, the 
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following year, they were married and received their first pd 
illustrators. Returning to London in 1958, they began prolific careers HERA 
and design. One of Peters earliest books was Wilkie Collins" The Moonstone, 
one Of Gunvor's was Mary Hayley Bell's Whistle Down the Vind. 

Gunvor went on to illustrate Barbara Sleigh's Ninety-Nine Eos Barbara 
Soltly's Magic People and More Magic People, Margaret Stuart Barrie s “Maggie 
Gumption' books and David Thompson's “Danny Fox' stories, as well as her 


own books Cat Samson and Grandmother'* Donkey. 
Of the Railway Series tiles 


Ulustrated by Peter Edwards, 
several featured interesting new 
landscapes such as the wind- 
swept peaks in Mountain Railways 
drawn from sketches made on 
Snowdon Mountain Railway. 
Such pictures came as a 
welcome change after those 
endless lines running through 


fields of cows or b | 0mE ex ) in Engines 1964), 
; S » traordinary neu landscapes (Mountain gr 
| j eside the sea. y 


He also illustrated the first appearance of several new engine characters, 


among them Oliver, Duke and the Small Railway Engines, as well as 


portraying the author as the Thin Clergyman who, with the Fat Clergyman 


(inspired by Wilbert Awdry's friend the Reverend Teddy” Boston), makes an 
appearance in some of the stories. 


Like Reginald Dalby, Edwards illustrated nine titles in the series, 
concluding in 1972 with Tramway Engines, the twenty-sixth and last book to be 
written by the Reverend W, Awdry. 

Peter Edwards has illustrated a diversity of other children's books, 
including The Great Escape by Monica Dickens, The Dining Room Battle by | 
Compton Mackenzie and John Wyndham's The Chrysalids and The Trouble with 
Lichen. He has also worked as a painter of murals, portraits and landscapes 
and as a set-designer for such projects as the Astrid Lindgren Museum in 
Stockholm (where he designed the train ride) and the London Dungeon. 
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